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CHAPTER I 


Massinger Court in Herefordshire was a grand 
■ old Tudor mansion, the brown sandstone walls and 
tiled roofs of which liad been a source of pride to 
the inhabitants of the county for untold generations. 
Standing in a fair estate of ten thousand acres, three 
roods, and twenty-eight perches (to be accurate), with 
a nominal rental of somewhat over fifteen thou.sand 
a year, it might be thought that for the needs of an 
[■unmarried man of eight and twenty there was “ ample 
jroom and verge enough.” 

Beside the honour and glory of being Massinger 
of Massinger, and inhabiting “The Court,” the erst¬ 
while residence of a royal princess, with its priceless 
heirlooms and memories ! 

Many a newly enriched proprietor would have 
given his eyes to have possessed them by hereditary 
right. 

h'or, consider, what a place, w hat a possession, it 
was ! 

Thus, many a maid, many a matron of the town 
and county, had often reflected in ajrpraising the 
matrimonial value of the eligible suitors of the 
leighbourhood. 
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Think of the grand hall, sixty feet in length, 
twenty-six in width, extending to the roof with 
its fine old oaken rafters and queer post trusses! 
Think of the floor of poli.shed oak, the walls with 
their priceless oak panelling, with carved frieze and 
moulded cornice; the mullioned windows, with 
arched openings giving light to King Edward’s 
corridor on the first floor, carried across one corner 
of the hall by the angle gallery! 

Then—glory of glories!—the bay, ten feet wide 
and nine deep, vyith windows glazed in lead squares, 
and extending to the springing of the roof. 

Here was a place to sit and dream, while gazing 
over th(2 park, in the glowing yet tender light of an 
early summer morn, the while the chatelaine tripped 
down the broad oaken staircase at the opposite end 
of the hall, with its carved grotesque-headed newels. 

Boudoir and billiard-room, dining and drawing¬ 
room, library and morning-room, were they not all 
theie, admirably proportioned, in addition to a score 
of other needful, not to say luxurious, apartments 

Thus much for the domestic demesne, the suze¬ 
rainty of which is • dear to every woman’s heart. 

From a man’s ])oint of view—at Massinger Moor 
were the head keepei’s lodge and kennels; these last 
slated, with iron caged runs, stone-paved, iron-doored, 
complete. 

The river Teme is famed for excellent trout-fi.shing. 
Salmon also arc not unknown in the water. But, in 
this connection be it known, that fpr centuries pa.st 
the lords of the manor have permitted the townspeople 
to fly-fish (for trout only) in that length of the river 
below the bridge. 
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“ And then, her heritage, it goes 
Along the banks of Tame ; 

In meadows deep the heifer lows. 

The falconer and woodsman knows 
Her thickets for the game.” 

As much as this might be said for the woods and 
coverts of “The Court,” since that old time when 
“the forest law-s were sharp and stern,” and the Con¬ 
queror stood no nonsense where “the tall deer that 
he loved as his own children ” were concerned. 

The descendants of these well-beloved and interest¬ 
ing animals were by no means .scarce in “The Chase,” 
which was still jealously preserved for them as of old. 

'I'he North Herefordshire hounds met three days a 
week, the Milverton hounds tw’o day^s, the Ledbury 
were only just across the boundary, while,’for fear the 
squire and his visitors might feel a s(mp(^on of ennui 
in the .season, the South Boulton harriers are avail¬ 
able, and, to fill up any conceivable chink, the Dunster 
otter-hounds were within ea.sy reach. 

Thus, man’s every earthly need being provided foi", 
his spiritual welfare was by no means forgotten. 

In the pari.sh church, a.s was befitting in days of old, 
before the doctrine of equality and the “ flat burglary ” 
of democracy were so much as named, was reserved 
for the lords of Ma.s.singer and their a.ssigfi.s, by sale 
or lease, the wdiolc of the south aisle and chapel. And 
as the church w-as wdthin five minutes’ walk of the 
Court, all pedestrian fatigue, as well as the indecency 
t)f taking out carriages and horses on the Sabbath, 
was avoided. 

Now, from an earthly paradise like this, why should 
the lawful owner, young, good-looking, cultured. 
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athletic, think for one moment of fleeing to the desert, 
socially, and no doubt literally, of a distant, almost 
unknown British colony 

Was there an angel with a flaming sword } If so, 
she was typified in the guise of Hypatia Tollemachc. 
Was she mad ? 

Must be. He, of course, utterly moonstruck, inas¬ 
much as there is well known to be throughout all 
England a sufficiency of marriageable damsels—even, 
as some have averred, a redundancy of that desirable 
national product. If the county had been polled, they 
would have voted for a de bcnatico impeirendo. 

Was there a hidden reason There could not be. 

He was not rich, but Massinger had stood many 
an extravagant squire in the old days without losing 
the estate which had come do Am from father to son 
since the Conquest, and would again so continue to 
descend, with a prudent marriage in aid of rent and 
relief of mortgages. 

But there was a reason besides what lay on the 
surface, and the old family lawyer, Mr. Nourse, of 
Nourse and Lympett, knew it well. More than a 
hundred years ago there had been a sudden-appearing 
re-incarnation of one of the most reckless spendthrifts 
—and there had been more than one in the annals 
of the family—that had ever scandalized the county, 
frightened the villagers, and wasted like water the 
revenues which should have kept up the ancient 
traditions of the hou.se. 

Rainauld de Massinger had the misfortune to be 
a living anachronism. Born out of due time, he was 
at odds with the age and the circumstances amidst 
which his lot had been cast. Despising the un- 



1 “IVAR TO THE KNIFE” 5 

lettered squirearchy of his day, and the nearly as 
uncongenial nobility of the county, he threw himself 
with ardour into the semi-scieRtific, wholly visionary 
studies which, under the name of astrology, amused 
the leisure of those personages who could not content 
themselves with the dull round of duties and coarse 
dissipations which the manners of the age prescribed. 
He con.structed a laboratory in one of the turret-rooms, 
w'hich only he and his confidential servant, a grave, 
silent Italian, were suffered to enter. From time to 
time mysterious .strangers of foreign habit and alien 
language arrived at Massinger, and were entertained 
with every mark of high re.si)ect. The villagers spoke 
with av\e of midnight fires in the turret-room, of the 
.strange sounds, the evil-smelling fumes thence pro¬ 
ceeding, with other iiuiovations proper in their 
untutored fancies to the occupation of a sorcerer. 
Seldom did he visit the Court, and when at rare 
intervals his tall figure and dark saturnine face were 
remaiked in the throng of nobles, they insiu’rcd dislike 
or distrust more than kindly .sentiment, fviot that such 
feelings were openly displayed. For he had brought 
back from his traveds in the East, and the far countries 
in which he had sjient his early manhood, a reputation 
for swordsmanship which caused even the reckless 
gallants of the day to pause ere they lightly aroused 
the ire of one who w'as known to hold so chca[)ly his 
own life and that of (jthers. 

It W'as known that he had fought as a volunteer in 
the long Roumanian war with the Turks, in which 
it was popularly reported that he bore a charmed life ; 
such had been his almost incredible daring, such had 
been the miraculous escapes from cajdivity and torture. 
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And yet, all suddenly relinquishing a career which 
promised unusual brilliancy in court and camp, he had 
for years shut him.self up in the old hall at Massinger, 
devoting himself to those unbles.sed studies which had 
excited the cli.stru.st of his neighbours, the displeasure 
of the Church, the cynical wonder of his peers. 

DejJarting with his usual eccentricity from the course 
which he had apparently laid down for himself, he for 
a season quitted his lonely studies, once more mingled 
in the gaieties of the county, even consented to grace 
the revels of royalty w'ith his pre.sence. His manner 
at such times was gracious, courtly, and strongly inter¬ 
esting. Like many men of his character and reputa¬ 
tion, he exerci.sed an almo.st resistless fa.scination over 
the fairer .sex when he chose to enter the lists. It 
was so in this instance. He succeeded, in despite of 
a host of rivals and the opposition of her ])arents, in 
winning the hand of the beautiful Elinor de Warrenne, 
the daughter of a neighbouring baronet of lands and 
honours hardly inferior to his cjwn. For a year or 
more the gloom which rested on his spirit seemed to 
have passed away. 1 lappy in the possession of an 
heir, his conduct after marriage i)ut to shame the 
ominous predictions of friends and foes. Ilis wife was 
fondly attached to him. His stately manners had w'on 
sympathy f<jr her, and the approval of the gramles 
dames of the county. He conciliated the tenantry; 
the ordinary duties of his station were not neglected. 
The happiest results were expected. He was even 
spoken of for the representation of the county ; when, 
alrruptly as he had emerged, he once more retreated 
into the seclusion of his laboratory, resisting all the 
efforts of his heart-broken wife and friendly well- 
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wishers to cause his return to the duties of his rank 
and station. 

For more than a year he pursued in gloom and 
silence his .self-appointed task, only taking exercise at 
night, and from time to time, as before, joining with 
sorcerers and necromancers (as the neighbourhood fully 
believed) in unblessed study, if not unholy rites. On 
one eventful morn, suspicion being' aroused, search 
was made for him, when the turret was found to be 
vacant, save of broken crucibles, strange scrolls, and 
other remnants of the so-called “ black art.” The 
seasons came and went, Massinger Chase grew fair 
in early spring and summer prime, the leaves of 
many autumns faded and fell, the heir grew from a 
I'osy infant to a sturdy schoolboy—a tall stripling. 
Then the lady pined and withered, after lingering 
sadly in hoj)e of the return of him who never again 
crossed the threshold of his ancient hall. 

She was laid to rest with the dames of her race. 
An authentic statement of the death of Sir Rainauld 
reached England from abroad, and his son. Sir Afured, 
reigned in his .stead. 

Meanwhile, it had been di.icovercd after his depar¬ 
ture that large sums had been disbursed, and i)ayments 
made to foreign personages. Warrants and vouchers, 
legally witnessed, were in the hands of financiers whose 
demands could not be legally resisted. Sale had to 
be made, with the concurrence of Sir Alured when he 
came of age, of portions of the estate, w'hich seriously 
curtailed its area and importance. Sir Alured, however, 
an easy-going, unambitious youth, had promised his 
mother, of whom he was passionately fond, to break 
thc entail. Contented with the field-sports and homely 
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pleasures which there was no present danger of his 
being forced to relinquish, he cared little for the 
future. Notwithstanding the sacrifice of the goodly 
acres which (in addition to his portrait in the costume 
of a Roumanian heiduck, hanging in King Edward’s 
corridor) gave Sir Rainauld’s de.scendants something 
to remember him by, it had been found necessary to 
negotiate another loan upon the security of the estate. 
This was looked ujron as an unimportant, easily 
released encumbrance at the time ; but, like all the 
tentacles of the dire octopus. Debt, it had a tendency 
to draw the debtor closer to that gaping maw, down 
which in all ages have gone the old and worn, the 
young and fair, the strong and brave, all sorts and 
conditions of men. 

Sir Alured had no desire to pry into the arcana of 
science, nor did he show curiosity about the transmu¬ 
tation of metals. Indolent, if not self-indulgent, he 
was wholly ;),verse to the examination of accounts. 
The interest on the mortgage, with occasional loans, 
increased the liability notably before his death ; so 
that when our hero. Sir Roland (an ancestor had fought 
at Roncesvalles), came into the estate on attaining his 
majority, he was startled at the portentous amount foi' 
which he stood liable to the mortgagee. 

Being, how'cvcr, for his age, a sensible young person, 
he set himself to live quietly, to reduce expen.ses, and 
in a general w'ay to pay off his liabilities by degrees. 
Just as he had formed these meritorious rcsolve.s, 
rents commenced to fall. Old tenants, who had been 
punctual and regular of payment, began to decline 
from their proud position, asking for time, and, what 
was still worse, for abatement of rent. And with a 
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show of reason. What with the importation of cheap 
meat, butter, wheat, and oats—all manner of farm pro¬ 
duce, indeed, produced in colonies and other countries 
—the English farmer found himself unable to continue 
to pay rents calculated on prices which seemed to have 
fled for ever. It was hoped that farm commodities 
would regain their value, but they receded for the 
two years which were to sec a recovery. Finally, 
after consultations w'ith Messrs. Noursc and Lympett, 
it was decided that, at Sir Roland’s present scale of 
expenditure, there needed to be no compulsory sale 
in his time. An heiress would .set all right. Sir 
Roland must marry money. It was his duty to his 
family, his duty to the county, his duty to England. 

Then Massinger Court could be icstored to its 
former splendour, and the e.statc to its legitimate 
position in the county. 

Sir Roland did not assent oi' otherwise to these 
propositions. lie did not particularly want to many' 
—just yet, at all events. He was too happy and com¬ 
fortable as he was. Even with his curtailed revenues, 
he found the position of a country gentleman pleasant 
and .satisfactory. He was not expected to do much, 
whereas cvciy'body, old and young, were most anxious 
to make themselves useful and agreeable to him. Of 
course a man must marry some day. 

So much was clearly the duty of the heir of Mas¬ 
singer. The ancient house must not be suffered to 
become extinct. 

Strangely enejugh, the succession had aUvays gone 
in the direct line. But there was no hurry. He had 
not seen any one so far on whom he was passionately 
anxious to confer the title of Lady Massinger. So, 
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matters might be worse. In this philosophical frame 
of mind, he told himself that he was content to remain 
a bachelor for the next half-dozen years or so, during 
which period his pecuniary affairs might be expected 
to improve rather than otherwise. 

At eight and twenty a man is young—very young 
indeed, as occasionally reflects tlie middle-aged vivem\ 
looking regretfully back on the feats and feelings of 
his lost youth. Sir Roland was fairly well equipped, 
according to the society needs of the day. An Oxford 
degree taken creditably guaranteed all reasonable 
literary attainment; at any rate, the means and method 
of further development. Fond of field-sports, he shot 
brilliantly and rode well. Vigorous and active, neither 
plain nor handsome, but having an air of distinction— 
that subtle but unmistakeablc accompaniment of race 
—he yet presented few points of divergence from the 
tens of thousands of youthful Britons capable, in time 
of need, of calm heroism and Spartan endurance, but 
unaware of any pressing necessity for stepjjing out of 
the beaten track. 

Though unostentatious by nature and habit, it was 
not to be supposed that the name of Sir Roland 
Ma.ssingcr, of Ma.ssinger Court, was unfamiliar to 
matrons with marriageable daughters, as well in his 
own county, as in the Mayfair gatherings which he 
did not disdain during the .season. 

More than one of his fair partners would not have 
objected to bear his name and title embellished, as 
his position could not fail to,be, by the handsome 
settlements which her father’s steadfast attention to 
trade would enable him to make. 

But, so far, all appreciative reception ot his ordinary 
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courtesies—the sudden glance, the winning smile, tlie 
interested attention to his unstudied talk, conservatory 
lounges, country-house visits—all the harmless cata¬ 
logue of the boy-god’s snares and springes, were 
wasted on this careless wayfarer, protected by a lofty 
ideal and an untouched heart. 

Though he had li.stened jjolitcly to the prudent 
counsel of his man of business as to the necessity of 
repairing his attenuated fortune by marriage, such an 
arrangement had never been seriously contemplated 
by him. lie felt himself capable of a passionate 
attachment to the princess of his dreams, could Fate 
but lead him into her presence. Not as yet had he 
encountered her. That was beyond doubt. He would 
await the voice of the oracle. In the meanwhile he 
was far from being enmtyc. There was a mildly 
pleasurable .sensation in merely contemplating “the 
supreme psychological rn(unent ’’ from afer, and 
speculating as to situations not yet Arisen. He 
awaited in resigned contentment the goddess-moulded 
maiden. In the meanwhile he was not minded to 
worship at the shrines of the lesser divinities. 

Was Fate, unsmiling, ironic, even now listening to 
the too-j:)resumptuous mortal ? 

It would a|)pear so. For, shortly after making 
these prudential resolutions, he met at a military ball 
the beautiful Hypatia Tollemache, who decided the 
question of elective affinity once and for ever. One 
look, a brief study of her unrivalled graces, an intro¬ 
duction, an entrancing- interchange of ideas after a 
deliriously thrilling dance—even a second waltz, 
perilously near the end of the evening—and the 
solemn chime from the ancient tqwer, found an echo 
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in his heart, which seemed to ring “forever, ever, 
ever, forever.” 

That there are moments like this in men’s lives, 
fateful, irrevocable, who may doubt } Sir Roland 
did not, at any rate. All the forces of his nature were 
aroused, electrically stimulated, magnified in power 
and volume. As they separated conventional!}', and 
he delivered her into the care of her chaperon, the 
parting smile with which she favoured him seemed 
the invitation of an angelic visitant. He could have 
ca.st himself at her feet, had not the formalism of this 
too-artificial age forbidden such abasement. 

When he returned to the countiy house where he 
was staying, he e.xamined himself closely as to his 
sensations. 

How had he, the cool and indifferent Roland 
Massinger, come to be so affected by this—by anj' 
girlHe could almost believe in the philtre of the 
ancients. It wasn’t the champagne ; he had forgotten 
all about it, besides being by habit abstemious. 
Supper he had hardly touchetl. It could not even 
be a form of indigestion—here he laughed aloud. 
Surely his reason wasn’t giving way H e had heard 
of abnormal brain-seizures. But he was not the sort 
of man. He had never worked hard, though steadily 
at college. And, when a man’s appetite, sleep, and 
general health were faultle.ss, what could have caused 
this dire mental disturbance ? He went to bed, but 
sleep was out of the question. Throwing open the 
window, he gazed over the hushed landscape. The 
moon, immemorial friend of lovers, came to his aid. 
Slowly and majestically she rose, silvering over the 
ruined abbey, the ghostly avenue, the far-seen river- 
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pools, as with calm, luminous, resistless ascent, she 
floated higher and yet higher through the cloud-world. 
Gradually his troubled spirit recognized the peaceful 
influence. His mind became composed, and betaking 
himself to bed, he sank into a slumber from which he 
was only aroused by the dressing-bell. 

The cheerful converse of a country-house breakfast 
succeeding a prolonged shower-bath and a satisfactory 
toilette, restored him to a condition more nearly resem¬ 
bling his usual frame of mind. He was, however, 
rallied as to his sudden subjugation, which had not 
escaped the keen critics of a ball-room. In defence, he 
went so far as to admit that Miss Tollcmache was 
rather a nice girl, and so on, adding to the customary 
insincerities a doubt whether “ she wasn’t one of the 
too-clevcr division. Scientific, or .something in that 
line, struck me } ” 

“That’s all v'ery well. Sir Roland,” .said a lively 
girl opposite to him. “You needn’t try to back out 
of your too-evident admiration of the fair Hypatia— 
we all saw it. Why, you never took your eyes ofi' 
her from the moment .she came into the room, till you 
put her into the carriage. You forgot your dance with 
me. You never cnicc asked Jennie Castanette; .she 
used to be your favourite partner. A sudden attack 
of whatsyname at first sight, don’t they call it?" 

“ You ought to know best,” he replied ; “ but Miss 
Tollemache is certainly handsome, or, rather, distin¬ 
guished-looking ; seems clever too, above the average, 
though she avoided literary topics.” 

“ Clever! ” retorted his fair opponent. “ I should 
think she is, though I defy you to do more than guess 
at it from her talk; she is so unpretending in her 
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manner, and has a horror of .showing off. Do you 
know what .she did last year ^ There wa.sn’t a girl 
that cime near in the University examinations.” 

“ So much the worse for her chances of happiness 
or that of the man that marries her—if she is not too 
‘ cultured' to marry at all.” 

“ Hotv do you make that out ? ” 

“ There are three things that tend to spoil a woman’s 
character in the c.stimcdion of all sensible men,” he an¬ 
swered: ‘‘beauty, money, or pre-eminent intellect. The 
beauty is flattered into outrageous vanity and frivolity. 
The heiress is besieged by suitors and toadies whose 
adulation fosters selfishness and arrogance. The third 
is perhaps the least evil, as after it is demonstrated 
that its possessor cannot lay down the law in private 
life, as she is prone to do, she retains a reserve of 
resources within herself, and mostly makes a rational 
itse of them. Depend upon it, the post of honour is a 
■ middle .station.’ ” 

“Indeed! 1 am delighted to hear it,” replied Miss 
Branksome. ‘‘‘So we poor mediocrities who have 
neither poverty nor riches—certainly not the last—and 
who don’t profess beauty, have a fair chance of happi¬ 
ness ? I was not quite sure of it before. And now, 
having unburdened yourself of all this ‘philosophy 
in a country house,’ you will dash off in pursuit of 
Hypatia directly you find out what she is going to 
do to-day. What will you give me if I tell you } 

‘ Have you seen my Sylvia pass this wayand so on.” 

“ Hasn’t she gone back to Che.sterfield ” he asked. 

“ So it was erroneously supposed. But Lady Rox¬ 
burgh will tell you when she comes down that .she 
brought off a picnic to the ruins of St. Wereburgh’s 
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Abbey ; that she has been inv)te(} fropa the Wensley- 
dales, and all the house-party here ■are gfoing. Unless, 
of course, you would prefer to gtay. ljiehind and have a 
])eaceful day in the library ? ” 

Sir Roland’s face betrayed him. No human 
countenance, after such,-contendjng emotiorts; had 
almost “ rent his heart in twain,” could havc Tetained 
its immobility. 

“There now!” said Miss ^ranksome, scornfully. 
“ ‘ What a piece of work is man ! ’ etc. I have been 
reading Shakespeare lately—on wet mornings.” 

“ But are you certain as to the programme ? ” 

“ Clara Roxburgh is my authority. The arrange¬ 
ment was made at an early hour this morning. You 
are relied on to drjye the drag conveying the ladies 
of this household, including my in.significant self— 
not without value, I trust, to some people, however 
we poor ordinary mortals may be overshadowed by 
‘ sweet girl graduates.’ ” 

" Then may I venture to ask you, with Lady 
Roxburgh’s permission, to occujry the box seat ? ” 

" That's very sweet of you ; faute d'autt'e, of course. 
Her lady.ship’s nerves won’t permit of her taking it 
herself. And now let me give you a little advice— 
»i’.''.one.st Injun,’ I mean—in all good faith and friend¬ 
ship, though I know you men don’t believe in our 
capacity for that. Don’t be too devoted. It’s a 
mi.stake if you want to be successful; any girl could 
tell you. We are mostly annoyed if we’re run after. 
There’s nothing like indifference ; it piques u.s. Then, 
if we like a man, we run after him —in a quiet ladylike 
way, of course. Do you follow } ” 

“ Oh yes ; a thousand thanks. Fray go on.” 
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•' 1 have only one other bit of warning. You're a 
lot older than me, and I dare say you think you know 
best, as I’m not long out. But you don’t. Some day 
you'll see it. In the meantime don’t give away all 
your heart before you make sure of a fair return. She 
may lead you on—unconsciously, of course—which 
means she wouldn't be rude to you and all the rest 
of it. But my idea is, she doesn’t know what she 
wants just now. She’s the .sort of girl that thinks 
she’s got a career before her. She won’t be satisfied with 
the regulation returned affection, matrimony bu.sines.s.” 

“But surely such a woman has no commonplace 
thoughts, no vulgar ideals. She is incapable of such 
paltry bargaining for wealth or position.’’ 

“ You think so 1 I don’t say she's w'orse than any 
other girl who’s got such a ])ull in the way of looks, 
brains, family, and all the rest of it. But none of us 
like to go cheap, and the love in a cottage bu.sines.s, 
or even a man like yourself of good county family, 
but not rich, not distinguished—h’m—as yet, not a 
power socially or politically in the land, is scarcely a 
high bid for a first-class property in the m.arriage 
market like Hypatia Tollemache.” 

“ My dear Miss Branksome, don’t talk like that. 
It pains me, I assure you.” 

•' Perhaps it does, but it will do you good in the 
long run. It’s pretty true, as you’ll find out in time. 
And now, as I hear Lady Roxburgh coming down- 
.stairs, and I’ve talked enough nonsense for one morning. 
I’ll go and get ready for the drag party. You’ll know 
soon that I have no personal interest in the matter, 
though I’ve liked you always, and don’t wish to see 
your life spoiled by a sentimental mistake.” 
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And so this very frank young woman departed, 
just in time to meet the hostess, who, coming forward, 
explained her late arrival at the breakfast table by 
saying that she had to send off messages about the 
picnic party and an impromptu dance for the evening. 
.She verified Miss Branksome’s information respecting 
the drag, and the responsible office of coachman which 
Sir Roland expressed himself most willing to accept. 
Jfut all the time he was suitably attiring himself; and 
even during a visit of inspection to the stables for the 
purpose of interviewing the well-matched team, and 
having a word or two with the head groom, a feeling 
of doubt would obtrude itself as he recalled the well- 
meant, unconventional warning of Miss Bessie Brank- 
some. 

“ I suppose W'omen know a good deal more about 
each other's ways than wc do,” he reflected. “ But 
an average girl like Miss Ifrank.some, good-hearted 
and well-intentioned, as she no doubt is, can no 
more enter into the motives of a woman like Miss 
Tollcmache than a milkmaid could gauge the soul of 
a duchess. In any case, I mu.st take my chance, and 
I shrdl have the satisfaction of taking my dismissal 
from her lips alone, for no other earthly authority will 
detach me from the pursuit. So that’s settled.” 

And when Roland Massinger made use of that 
e.xjrrcssion in soliloquy or otherwise, a certain line of 
action was definitely followed. Neither obstacles nor 
dissuasions had the smallest weight with him. In 
general, he took pains to w'ork out his plans and to 
form his opinion before committing him.sclf to them. 
This, however, he admitted, was an exception to his 
rule of life. Rule of life ? It veas his life—his soul, 

C 
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mind, body—everything. “ Whatever .stirs thi.s mortal 
frame ”—of course. What did Byron say about love ? 
“ ’Tis woman’s whole exi.stence.” Byron didn’t know : 
he had long since squandered the riches of the heart, 
the boundless wealth of the affections. He could write 
about love. But the real enthralling, all-absorbing, 
reverential passion of a true man’s honest love, he did 
not know, never could have known, and was incapable 
of feeling. 

After this burst of blasphemy against the acknow¬ 
ledged high ])riest of " Venus Victrix,” the great singer 
of “ love, and love’s .sharp woe,” Sir Roland felt relieved, 
if not comforted. 

Then came the more mundane business of the day. 
lire girls’ chatter, always more or less sweet in his ears, 
like the half-notes of thru.shcs in spring ; the arranging 
of pairs, and the small difficulties in mounting to the 
high scats of the drag ; the monosyllabic utterances 
of the .swells, civil and military, who helped to compo.se 
the party, at length came to an end. 

I'inally, when, with pretty, livelj', amusing Miss 
Branksome on the box seat beside him, he started the 
well-matched team, and, rattling down the avenue, 
swept through the park gates, and turned into the 
road which led to St. Wc.'eburgh’.s, he felt once more 
in comparative harmony with his surroundings. 

“Now, Sir Roland, you look more like your old 
self—like the man we used to know. You take my 
tip, and back your opinion for all you’re worth. If it 
comes off, well and good ; if it’s a boil-over, pay and 
look pleasant. If you knew as much about girls as I 
do, you’d know there are as good fi.sh in the sea, etc., 
though you men won’t believe it. No\v, promise me 
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not to do the Knight of the Woeful Countenance any 
more, won’t you ? ” 

“ As the day is so fine, for a wonder, and the horses 
arc going well together, not to mention the charming 
company of Miss Branksome on the box seat, who 
would be perfect if she would drop the didactic 
business, I think 1 may promise. " 

So, shaking himself together by a strong effort of 
w'ill, such as he remembered when acting in private 
theatricals, he defied care and anxiety, enacting the 
gay worldling with pronounced success. So much so, 
that between his j^rowess as a whip and his cheery 
returns to the airy badinage usual on such occasions, 
he ran a close second to a cavalry officer on leave 
from India for the honourable distinction of “ the life 
of the jiarty.” 

Pleasant enough indeed was their progre.ss through 
one of the most picturesque counties in England, but 
when they sto])ped within full view of the \'enerable 
ivy-clad ruin, of which a marvellous gateway and a 
noble arch still remained perfect. Sir Roland’s gaze did 
not rest on those time-worn relics of ancient grandeur. 

“She’s not here yet,” said Miss Branksome, with a 
smile, after the descent from the drag and the regula¬ 
tion amount of handshaking, greeting, and “ How are 
you } ” and “ Henv is your dear mother t ” had been 
got through. “ The Wenslcydales have farther to 
come, and I doubt if their horses are as fa.st as ours. 
Oh yes! now I sec them—^just behind that waggon in 
the lane, near the bridge. Hypatia is on the box 
beside young Buckhurst. He can’t drive a bit; that’s 
a point in your favour, if you can get her to exchange 
with me going back. I'll suggest it, anyhow.” 
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Sir Roland {^ave his guide, philosopher, and friend 
a look of such gratitude that she began to laugh ; but, 
composing her countenance to an expression of tlie 
requisite propriety, she advanced to the rival coach, 
and so timed her movements that he was enabled to 
help the fair Hypatia to the ground—a slight, but smile- 
compelling service, which repaid the giver a hundred¬ 
fold. 

Taking a mean advantage of Buckhurst, who was 
compelled for some reason to overlook the unharnessing 
of his horses, he thereupon walked away with the 
entrancing personage towards the assembled party, 
abandoning Miss Branksome, who discreetly preferred 
to busy herself in animated conversation with the new¬ 
comers. 

After this fortunate commencement all went well. 
Smiling as the morn, pleased (and what woman is 
not ?) with the marked attention of a " personage,” 
Miss Tollemache confessed the exhilaration proper 
to that jjleasantest of informal gatherings—a picnic to 
a spot of historic interest in an English county, with 
congenial intimates, and perhaps still more interesting 
strangers. 

Her companion was well up in the provincial 
records, and thereby in a position of superiority to 
the rest of the company conversationally. 

They had pulled up for lunch in the meadow, 
deep-swarded and thick with the clovers white and 
purple, mingled witli the tiny fodder plants which 
nestle around a ruin in green England. The party 
was full of exclamations. 

“ What a darling old church !—thousands of years 
old it must be,” said one of the Miss Wensleydales. 
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“Now, can any one tell me whether it is a Norman 
or a Saxon one ? ” 

“ Oh, Norman, surely! ” was the verdict of several 
feminine voices, all at once. 

“ I am not quite certain,” said Lady Roxburgh; 
“ I always intended to look it up. What do you say, 
Miss Tollemache ? You know more about these 
matters than we do.” 

“ Oh, I don’t pretend to any knowledge of archi¬ 
tecture. A grand old ruin like this is such a thing of 
beauty that it seems a pity to pick it to pieces. That 
south door with its round arches looks rather Saxon. 
What does Sir Roland think ? It’s not far from Mas¬ 
singer, is it ? ” 

“ I used to know it well in my boyhood,” rei^lied 
that gentleman, who, truth to tell, had been waiting 
to be referred to. “ Miss Tollemache is right; you 
will find its history in the Domesday Hook. The 
manor was held by the secular canons of St. Were- 
burgh till the Conqueror gave it to Mugh Lupu.s, who 
granted it to the Benedictine monks.” 

“And was it an abbey church.^” asked Miss 
Branksome, who may or may not have divined Sir 
Roland’s special knowledge of church history. 

“Certainly,” he replied; “all the authorities are 
distinct on the ])oint. The manor was held under the 
abbots by a family of the same name, so it must 
have belonged to the original Saxon stock.” 

“ And why did they not keep it ^ ” asked Lady 
Roxburgh. “ Really, this is most interesting.” 

“ A lady in the ca.se,” an.swered Sir Roland. “ Alice 
de Sotowiche conveyed it away by her marriage with 
Robert de Maurepas. What the Normans did not 
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get by the .sword they seem to have acquired by 
matrimony. It did not go out of the family, though, 
till the time of Edward the First. These Dc Maure- 
pases battled for their manorial rights, too, which 
included fi.shing in the Welland, always providing that 
.sturgeon went to the overlord.” 

“ I always knew it was a dear old place,” said Lady 
Ro.xburgh, “but now it .seems doubly interesting. 1 
must get up this history business for future use, and 
Miss Brank.some shall give a little lecture about it 
next time we have a picnic.” 

“Thanks awfully, my dear Lady Roxburgh,” said 
that young lady, “but I never could learn anything 
by heart in my life. I don’t mind writing it dov\’n. 
though, from Sir Roland's notes, so that you can have 
it printed for private circulation at breakfast-time on 
j)icnic days.” 

“I think we might manage a county historical 
society,” continued her lady.ship. "It would be a 
grand idea for house-parties—onl}' now it must be 
lunch-time. I sec they have been un])acking. We mu.st 
verify these quatrefoils, chevrons, and things afterwards," 

The)' lunched under the mouldering \\ alls, picturing 
a long-past day when, issuing forth from the courtyard 
of the neighbouring castle, had ridden knight and sejuire 
and lady fayre, attended by fa.lconcrs and woodsmen, 
with h.awk on wrist and hound in leash. 

“What glorious times they must have had of it 1 ” 
said Miss Tollemache. “I should like to have liv^ed 
then. Life was more direct and sincere than in these 
artificial days." 

“If we could only have .seen the people as they 
really were,” he replied, “ ‘ in their haVjit as they lived,’ 
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mental or otherwise, it would be such splendid opera 
business, would it not ? But they must have been 
awfully dull between times. Hardly any books, no cigars 
till later on ; war and the chase their only recreations,” 

“Noble occupations both,” said Miss Tollcmachc, 
with an air of conviction ; “they left little room for 
the frivolous indolence of the.se latter days.” 

“Perhaps so,” a.sscntcd her companion. “You had 
cither to knock people on the head or undergo the 
o]icration your.sclf. Then, mark the opposite side of 
the shield. In that very castle—while the gay troop 
was riding out with pennons flying—the feudal enemy 
or ‘ misproud ’ retainer v\'as probably lying in the 
dungeon (they had one there, Orme says) after an 
impri.sonment of years.” 

The gathering was a pronounced success. The ruin 
provided subjects for unlimited conversation as well as 
occasions for heroic daring in the matter of climbing. 
The lunch was perfect in its way; the cn.suing walks 
and talks all that could be wi.shed. 

And when, after, as one of the young people 
declared, the “truly excellent—really delicious day" 
came so near to its close that the horses were brought 
u]). Miss Branksome i>layfully suggested that she and 
Miss Tollcmachc should change seats, as she wished 
to take a lesson from the opposition charioteer in 
ilriving, and when, .after a nvanent’s jdaj-ful contest, 
the fair enslaver w.as placed on the seat beside him. 
Sir Roland’s cup of happine.ss was full. 

“ Let Fate ilo her worst ; 

There .arc inoinents of joy, 

I’rifihl dreams of iho prist. 

Which slic cannot destroy ”— 
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mu.st have been written by the poet, he felt a.ssured, 
with that wondrous in.stinctive insight into the inmost 
soul of him, and all true lovers, which stamps the 
heaven-born singer. 

Then the drive back to Roxburgh Hall, where they 
were to reassemble for the impromptu dance! The 
horses, home-returning, pulled just sufficiently to enable 
the box passenger to appreciate the strong arm and 
steady hand of her companion ; and when, after an 
hour, the lamjss were lit and the star-spangled night 
appeared odorous with the scents of early spring, the 
girl’s low voice and musical laugh seemed the appro¬ 
priate song-speech for which the star-clustered night 
formed fitting hour and circumstance. 

Roland Ma.ssinger in that eve of delicious com¬ 
panionship abandoned himself to hope and fantasy. 
Mis fair companion had been so far acted upon by 
her environment, that she had permitted speculative 
allusions to the recondite problems of the day ; to the 
deeper aims of life—subjects in which she evinced an 
interest truly exceptional in a girl of such acknowledged 
social distinction ; while he, drawn on by the thought 
of possible companionshij) with so rarely-gifted a 
being, abandoned his usual practical and chiefly 
negative outlook upon the world, acknowledging the 
attraction of self-sacrifice and philanthropic crusade. 
His mental vision apjjeared to have received an 
illuminating expansion, and as those low, earnest, but 
melodious tones made music in his ear, emanating 
from the fair lips so closely inclined towards his own, 
he felt almost moved to devote his future energies, 
means, lands, and life to the amelioration of the race— 
to the grand aims of that altruistic federation of which, 
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it must be confessed, that he had been a formal, if not 
indifferent, professor. If only he might persuade this 
“ one sweet spirit to be his minister ’’! Then, how 
cheerfully would he fare forth through whatever lands 
or seas she might appoint. 

Hut that fatal if! 

Why should he be privileged to appropriate this 
glorious creature, redolent of all the loveliness of 
earth’s primal vigour, and yet informed with the lore 
of the ages, heightening her attractions a hundred 
•—ye.s, a thousand-fold ? Almo.st ho de.spaired when 
thinking of his superlative presumption. 

Fortunately for the safety of the passengers, who 
little knew what tremendous issues were oscillating 
in the brain of their pilot, he mechanically handled 
the reias in his asual .skilled and efficient fashion. 
Nor, indeed, did the fair comrade, or she would 
scarcely have emphasized the conventional remark, 
“ Oh, Sir Roland, what a delightful drive we have 
had ! I feel so grateful to you! ” as he swung his 
horses round, and, with practised accuracy, almost 
grazed the steps at the portico of Roxburgh Hall. 



CHAPTER II 

Events shaped themselves much after the manner 
customary since that earliest recorded compromise 
between soul and sense which mortals throughout all 
ages have agreed to call Love. Ofttimes such pursuits 
and contests have been protracted. After the first 
skirmish of temperaments, war has been declared by 
h'atc, and through wearisome campaigns the rival 
armies have ravaged cities, so to speak, and assaulted 
neutral powers before the beleaguered citadel sur¬ 
rendered. 

At other times, the maiden fortress has been taken 
b)' a coup de inain, the assailant's resistless ardour 
carrying all before it. More frequently, perhaps, has 
the too venturous knight been repulsed with scorn, 
and, as in earlier day.s, been fain to betake himself 
to Palestine or other di.stant region blessed with 
continuous warfare, and exceptional facilities for 
acquiring fame or getting knocked on the head, as 
the case might be. 

I'or the patient and scientific conduct of a siege, 
according to the rules of the Court of Love—and 
.such there be, if the poets and min.strels of all ages 
deserve credence—Roland Massinger was unfitted by 
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constitution and opinion. His fi.xcd idea was, that 
every woman knew' her mind perfectly w'ell with 
regard to a declared admirer. If favourable, it was 
waste of time and emotion to await events. If other- 
w'ise, the sooner a man was made aw'are of his 
dismissal the better. He could then shape his course 
in life w'ithout distraction or hindrance. In any case 
he was freed from the hourly torments under which 
the victim writhes, uncertain of his fate. It w'as the 
coup dc Krdcc which frees the wretch upon the 
rack ; the knife-thrust which liberates the Indian at 
the stake. And he trusted to his manhood to be 
equal to the occasion. 

When he did “ put his fortune to the touch,, to 
win or lose it all ”—as have done so many gallant 
lovers before this veracious history—he was too deeply 
grieved and shocked at the une.xpectcd issue to place 
before the fateful maid any of the pleadings or 
])rotests deemed in such cases to be approjiriate. 
lie did not falter out statements inclusive of a 
“wrecked life,” an “early grave," a career “for ever 
clo.sed.” Nor did he make the slightest reference 
to her having, .so to speak, allured him to continue 
]nir.suit—“ led him on,” in more familiar terms. 

Such commonidaces he disdained, although not 
without a passing thought that in the familiar plaj' 
of conver.se, and her occasional touch upon the key¬ 
notes which evoke the deeper sympathies, an impartial 
judge might have discovered that perilous liking akin 
to love. 

No! beyond one earnest appeal to her heart, into 
which he implored her to look, lest haply she had 
mi.staken its promptings—a plea for time, for cooler 
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consideration—he had no words with \\'hich to plead 
his cause, as he stood with sad reproachful gaze, 
assuring her that never would she know truer love, 
more loyal devotion. 

What had .she told him Merely this : “ That if 
.she were to marry—a step which she had resolved 
not to take for some years, if at all—she confc.ssed 
that there was no man whom she had yet known, 
with whom .she felt more in sympathy, with whom, 
taking the ordinary phrase, she would have a greater 
prospect of happiness. But she held strong opinions 
upon the duties which the individual owed to the 
appealing hordes of fellow-creatures perishing for lack 
of care, of food, of instruction, by whom the over¬ 
indulged so-called upper classes were surrounded. 
Such manifest duties were sacred in her eyes, though 
possibly incompatible with what was ciillcd ‘ happi¬ 
ness.’ For years—for ever, it might be—such con¬ 
siderations would be paramount with her. They 
could be neglected only at the awful price of .self- 
condemnation in this world and perdition in the next. 
She was grieved to the soul to be compelled to refuse 
his love. She blamed herself that she should have 
permitted an intimacy which had resulted so unhappily 
for him—even for herself. But her resolve was fixed ; 
nothing could alter it.” 

This, or the substance of it, fell upon the unwilling 
cars of Roland Massinger in unconnected sentences, 
in answer to his last despairing appeal. Meanwhile 
his idol stood and gazed at him. as might be ima¬ 
gined some Christian maiden of the days of Diocle¬ 
tian, when called upon to deny her faith or seal it 
with martyrdom. Her eyes were occasionally lifted 
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upward, as if she felt the need of inspiration from 
above. 

For one moment the heart of her lover stood still. 

He placed his hand on his brow as if to quell the 
tumult of his thoughts. She moved towards him. 
deprecating the intensity of his emotion. An intoler¬ 
able sen.se of her divine purity, her ethereal loveliness, 
seemed to pervade his whole being. He felt an 
almost irresistible desire to cla.sp her in his arms in 
one desperate caress, ere they parted for ever. 
Had he done this, the current of both lives might 
have been altered. The coldest maids are merely 
mortal. 

But he refrained ; in his present .state of mind it 
would have been sacrilege to his ideal goddess, to the 
saintly idol of his worship. 

Raising her hand reverently to his lips, he bowed 
low and departed. 

When he thus passed out of her sight—out of her 
life—Hyi^atia herself was far from unmoved. Regrets, 
questionings, imirulses to which she had so far been 
a stranger, arose and contended with strange and 
unfamiliar power. 

Never before had she met with any one in all 
respects so attractive to her physically, so sympathetic 
mentally ; above all things manly, cultured, devoted, 
with the instincts of the best age of chivalry. She liked 
—yes, nearly, perhaps quite—loved him. Family, 
position, personal character, all the attributes indispen¬ 
sably necessary, he possessed. 

Not rich, indeed ; but for riches she cared little— 
despised them, indeed. Why, then, had she cast away 
the admittedly best things of life ? For an abstraction ! 
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For toilsome, weary, perhaps ungrateful tasks among 
the poor, the disinherited of the earth. 

Had not others of whom she had heard, died, 
after wasting, .so to .speak, their lives and oppor¬ 
tunities, with scarcely veiled regrets for the sacrifice ? 
How many .secretly bewailed the deprivation of the 
fair earth’s light, colour, beauty, consented to in 
youth’s overstrained .sense of obedience to a divine 
injunction ! Was this wealth of joyous gladness— 
the free, untrammelled spirit in life’s springtime, 
which bade the bird to carol, the lamb to frisk, the 
wildfowl to sport o'er the translucent lake—but a 
snare to lead the undoubting soul to perdition } As 
these questioning fancies cros.sed her mind, in the 
lowered tone resulting in reaction from the previous 
mood of exaltation, .she found her tears flowing fast, 
and with an effort, raising her head as if in scorn of 
her w'eakness, hurried to her room. 

iff * 

A sudden stroke of .sorrov\', loss, disappointment, 
or disaster affects men differently, but the general 
consensus is that the blow, like wounds that prove 
mortal, is less painful than stunning. Roland 
Massinger never doubted but that his wound %vas 
mortal, h'or days he wondered, in the solitude of his 
retreat to which he had, like other stricken deer, 
betaken himself, whether or no he was alive. He 
returned to the Court. He moved from room to room 
—he absorbed food. He even opened books in the 
library and essayed to read, finding himself wholly 
unable to extract the meaning of the lettered lines. 
He rode and drove at appointed hours, but always 
with a strange preoccupied expression. This change 
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of habit and occupation was so evident to his old 
housekeeper and the other domestics, that the subject 
of their master’s obvious state of mind began to be 
freely discussed. The groom was of opinion that he 
did not know the bay horse that carried him so well 
to hounds, from the black marc that was so fast and 
free a goer in the dog-cart. 

He retired late, sitting in the old-fashioned study 
which served as a smoking-room, “ till all hour.s,” as 
the maids said. 

He rose early, unconscionably so, as the gardener 
considered who had met him roaming through the 
shrubberies before sunrise. A most unusual proceed¬ 
ing, indefensible “ in a young gentleman as could lie 
in bed till breakfast-bell rang.” 

The maids were in.stinctively of the opinion that 
" there was a lady in the case ; ” but, upon broaching 
their ingenuous theory, were so sternly silenced by 
Mrs. Lavender, the old housekeeper who had ruled 
in Massinger long before Sir Roland’s parents had 
died, and remembered the la.st Lady Massinger as “a 
saint on earth if ever there was one,” that they 
ha.stily deserted it, hojiing “ as he wouldn’t have to be 
took to the county hospital,” This theory proving 
no more acceptable than the other, they were fain to 
retire abashed, but clinging with feminine obstinacy to 
their first opinion. 

.Suddenly a change came over the moody sejuire 
who had thus exercised the intelligences of the house¬ 
hold. 

On a certain morning he ordered the dog-cart, in 
which he drove himself to the railway .station, noticing 
the roadside incidents and mentioning the stud 



32 “IVA/f TO THE KNIFE” chap. 

generally, in 'a manner so like old times, that the 
groom telt convinced that the desired change had 
taken place; so that hunting, shooting, and 'all 
business proper to the season would go on again with 
perhaps renewed energy. 

" When the master jumped down and ordered tire, 
porter to label his trunk ‘ London,’ he was a different 
man,” said the groom on his return. “ He’s runnin’ 
up to town to have a lark, and forgit his woes. 
That’s what I should do, leastways. He ain’t agoin’ 
to make a break of it along o’ Miss Tollemache, or 
any other miss just yet.” 

Though this information was acceptable to the 
inmates of a liberally considered household, who one 
and all expressed their satisfaction, the situation was 
not destined to be lasting. Within a week it was 
widely known that Massinger Court was for sale, “just 
as it stood,” with furniture, farm-stock, library, stud, 
everything to be taken at a valuation—owner about 
to leave England. 

What surprise, disapproval—indeed, almost con¬ 
sternation—such an announcement is calculated to 
create in a quiet county in rural England, those 
only who have lived and growm up in such “homes 
of ancient peace ” can comprehend. A perfect 
chorus of wonder, pity, indignation, and disapproval 
arose. 

The squirearchy lamented the removal of a land¬ 
mark. The heir of an historic family, “a steady, 
wcll-condu'cted young fellow^ good shot, straight-goer 
in the fipld—knew something about farming, too. 
Not too deep in debt either > That i.s, as far as 
anybody knew. What the deuce could he mean by 



II 


M'AR TO THE KNIFE 


33 


cutting the county; severing himself from all his old 
friends—his father’s friends, too ? ” 

This was the lament of Sir Giles Weatherly,.one 
of the oldest baronets in the county. “D—n it,” 
went on to say, “it ought to be prevented by law. 
Why, the place was entailed ! ” 

“ Entail broken years ago ; but that wouldn’t mend 
matters,” his companion. Squire Topthome, replied— 
a hard-riding, apple-faced old gentleman, credited with 
a shrewd appreciation of the value of money. “ You 
can’t force a man to live on a place, though he 
mustn't sell it. It wouldn’t help the county much to 
have the Court shut up, with only the old house¬ 
keeper, a gardener, and a maid, like Haythorpe. 
Besides, some decent fellow might buy it—none ,pf 
us could afford to do so just now. / couldn’t, I 
know.” 

“Nor I either,” returned Sir Giles, “with wheat 
at thirty shillings a quarter, and farms thrown back 
on your hands, like half a dozen of mine. But why 
couldn’t Roland have stopped in England ; married 
and settled down, if it comes to that } There are 
plenty of nice girls in Herefordshire ; a good all¬ 
round youngster like him, with land at his ^ back, 
might marry any one he pleased.” 

“ That’s the trouble, from v\ hat I hear,” said Mr. 
Topthome, with a quiet smile. “ Young men have a 
way of asking the very girl that won’t have them, 
while there are dozens that would. Same, the world 
over. And the girls are just as bad—won’t take 
advice, and end up as old maids, or take to ‘.slum¬ 
ming ’ and Zenana work. I hear it’s Jlypatia ToHe- 
mache who’s responsible.” 

D 
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“ Whew-w ! ” whistled Sir Giles. “ She’s a fine 
girl, and knows her value, I supjDOse, but she’s bitten 
by this ‘New Woman’ craze—wants to regenerate 
society, and the rest of it. In our time girls did what 
they were told—learned house-keeping, and thought 
it a fair thing to be the mistress of some good fellow’s 
household ; to rear wholesome boys and girls to keep 
up the honour of old England. I have no patience 
with these fads.” 

” Well! it can’t be helped. Have you any idea 
who is likely to make a bid for the place ? ” 

“Not the slightest. We’re .safe to have a manu¬ 
facturer, or some infernal colonist—made his money 
by gold-digging or sheep-farming, drops his aitches, 
and won’t subscribe to the hounds.” 

‘‘Suppose we do? You’re too hard on colonists, 
who, after all, are our own countrymen, with the pluck 
to go abroad, instead of loafing at home. Often 
younger sons, too—men of as good family as you or I. 
We’re too conservative here, I often think. They 
always .spend their money liberally, give employment, 
and entertain royally if they do the thing at all.” 

“ I suppose there’s something in what you say ; but 
all the same, I don’t like to see a Massinger go out of 
the county where his family have lived since the time 
of Hugh Lupus. Viscount the Sire de Massinger came 
out of Normandy along with Duke William. He was a 
marshal commanding a division of archets at Hastings. 

‘ For which service both the Conqueror and Hugh 
Lupus rewarded him ’ (says j^n old chronicle) ‘ with vast 
possessions, among which was Benham Massinger in 
Cheshire ; and the said Hamon de Massinger was the 
first Baron de Massinger.’ There’s a pedigree for 
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you! Pity they hadn’t kept their lands ; but they’re 
not the only ones, as we know too well.” 

These and the like colloquies took place during 
the period which intervened between the direful 
announcement of the sale of the Court and its 
actual disposal by an auction sale, at which the late 
owner was not present. 

It was then made public that the stranger who 
bought that “historic mansion, Ma.ssingcr Court, with 
lands and mc.ssuages, hou.sehold furniture, and farm 
stock, horses and carriages,” was acting as agent only 
for Mr. Lexington, the great Australian squatter, ivho 
had made a colossal fortune in New South Wales and 
Queensland, numbering his sheep by the half-million 
and his cattle by the twenties of thousands. He had, 
moreover, agreed to take the furniture, books, pictures 
—everything—at a valuation, together with the live 
stock, farm implements, and—in fact, the whole place, 
exactly as it stood ; Sir Roland, the auctioneer said, 
having removed his personal belongings previously 
to London immediately after offering the Court for 
sale. He only returned to bid farewell to the friends 
of his youth and the home of his race. 

Yes! it zvas hard—very hard, he thought, at the 
last. There was the garden—old-fashioned, but rich 
in fruit and flower, with box-borders, clipped, yew 
hedges, alleys of formal shape and pattern ; the 
south wall where the fruit ripened so early, and to 
which his childish eyes had so often been attracted ; 
the field wherein he had, with the old ke^er in 
.strict attendance, been permitted to blaze at a covey 
of partridges—he remembered now the wild delight 
with which he marked his first slain bird; the 
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stream in which he had caught his first trout, and 
whence many a, basket had been filled in later 
days ; the village church, under the floor of which so 
many de Massingers lay buried—the family pew, too 
large for the church, but against the size and shape of 
which no innovating incumbent had thought fit to 
protest. 

How welt he remembered his mother’s loving hand 
as he walked with her to church— ci’cry Sunday, unless 
illness or unusual weather forbade ! That mother, too, 
so gentle, so saintly sweet, so charitable, so beloved, 
why should she have died when he was so young } 
And his father, the pattern squire, who .shot and 
hunted, lived much at home, and was respected 
throughout the county as a model landlord, who did 
his duty to the land which had done so much for the 
men of hll race ? Why should these things be ? 

He recalled his mother’s dear face, which grew pale, 
and yet more pale, during her long illness—her la.st 
words bidding him, to be a good man, to remember 
what she taught him, and to comfort his poor father 
when she was gone. And how he kneeled by her 
bedside, with her wasted hand in his, praying with her 
that he might live to carry out her last wishes, and do 
his duty fearlessly in the face of all men. Then the 
funeral—the long train of carriages, the burial service, 
where so many people wept, and he wished—how he 
wished !—that he could be buried with her. His father’s 
set face, almost stern, yet more sorrowful than any 
tears. And how he went back to school in his black 
clothes, miserable and lonely beyond all words to 
describe. 

In the holidays, too—how surprised he had been to 
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.find that the squire no longer shot, fished, hunted. 
He, that was so keen as long as he'could remember, 
but now sat all day reading in the library, where they 
often used to find him asleep. And how, before the 
Christmas holidays came round again, he was sent for, 
to see his father once more before he died. 

The squire spoke not—he had for days lost the 
power of sjjeech—but he i>laced his hands upon his 
head and murmured an inarticulate blessing. He did 
not look pale or wasted like his poor mother, he re¬ 
membered. The doctors said there was no particular 
ailment; ho had simply lost all intere.st in life. The 
old housekeeper summed up the case, ‘which coincided 
closely with the public feeling. 

“ It’s my opinion,” she affirmed, “ that if ever a 
man in this world died of a broken heart, liie squire 
did. He was never the same after the mistress died, 
God bless her! She’s in heaven, if any one is. She 
was a saint on earth. And the squire, seeing they’d 
never been parted before—and I never saw two people 
more bound up in each other—well, he couldn’t stay 
behind.” 

The new lord of the manor — for Ma.ssinger 
held manorial rights and privileges, which had been 
tolerably extensive in the dayfe of “ merrie England ” 
—lost no time in taking po.sse.ssion. 

A week had not elap.scd before the Australian 
gentleman and his family arrived by train at the little 
railway station, much like anyone ehse, to the manifest 
disappointment of the residents of the vicinity, who 
had expected all sorts of foreign appearances and be¬ 
longings. Certain large trunks —not Saratogas—and 
portmanteaux were handed out of the brake-van and 
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transferred to the waggonette, which they filled, while- 
three ladies with their maid were escorted to the mail 
phaeton which had made so many previous journeys 
to the station with the visitors and friends of the 
Massinger family. A middle-aged, middle-sized, alert 
personage, fair-haired, clean-shaved, save for a mous¬ 
tache tinged with grey, mounted the dog-cart, followed 
by a tall young man who looked with an air of scrutiny 
at the horses and appointments. He took the reins 
from the groom, who got up behind, and with one of 
those imperceptible motions with which a practised 
whip communicates to well-conditioned hor.ses that 
they are at liberty to go, started the eager animal 
along the well-kept road which led to the Court. 

“ Good goer,” he remarked, after steadying the 
black mare to a medium pace. “ If .she’s .sound, she’s 
a bargain at the money ; horses seem tremendously 
dear in England.” 

“Yes, I should say so,” replied his father. “And 
the phaeton pair are good-looking enough for any¬ 
thing : fair steppers also. I thought the price put on 
the horses and cattle high, but the agent told me they 
were above the average in quality. 1 see he was 
correct so far.” 

“ Well, it’s a comfort to deal with people who are 
straight and above-board,” said the younger man. 
“ It saves no end of trouble. I shouldn’t wonder if 
the home-station—I mean the house and e.state— 
followed suit in being true to description. If so, 
we’ve made a hit.” 

“ Sir Roland wouldn’t have a thing wrong 
described for the world, sir,” here put in the 
groom, touching his hat. “No auctioneer would 
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take that liberty with him ;■ not in this county, 
anyhow.” 

“ Glad to hear it. I thought as much, from seeing 
him once,” said the elder man. 

A short hour saw the black mare tearing up the 
neatly raked gravel in front of the fai^ade of the 
Court, and by the time the dog-cart had departed 
for the stables, the phaeton came up to the door, with 
one of the young ladies in the driving scat. 

“ Well, this is a nice pair of horses! ” said the 
damsel, who evidently was not unaccustomed to 
driving a pair, if not a more imposing team. “ Fast, 
•SO well matched and well mannered ; it’s a pleasure 
to drive them. And oh ! what a lovely old hall—and 
such darling trees! How fortunate we were to pick 
up such a place! It’s not too large: there’s not much 
land, but it's a perfect gem in its way. I suppose we 
arc to have the pictures of the ancestors, too ” 

“ We shall have that reflected glory,” said the 
matron with a smile. “ Sir Roland would not sell 
them, but hoped we would give them house-room 
till he wanted them—which might not be for years 
and years.” 

” So they will still look down upon u.s—or frown, 
as the case may be,” .said the younger girl. “ How 
savage I should be if I were an ancestor, and new 
people came to turn out my de.scendant ! ” 

“ We haven’t turned him out. We only buy him 
out,” said her mother, “ which is quite a different thing. 
It is the modern way of taking the baron’s castle— 
without bloodshed and unpleasantness.” 

“ It is a great shame, all the same, that he 
should have to turn out,” exxlaimed the younger girl. 
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indignantly. “ I am sure he is a nice fellow, which 

makes it all the worse, because—because-” 

“ Because every one says so,” continued her elder 
sister ; “ as if that was a reason ! ” 

“ No ! because he has such good horses. ^Vhen 
a man keeps them, in such buckle too, there can’t be 
much wrong with him.” 

“ What is the reason that he can’t live in a place 
like this, I wonder ? ” queried Miss Lexington in a 
musing tone. “ A bachelor, too ! Men don’t seem 
to know when they are well off. He ought to try 
a dry year on one of our Paroo runs, if he wants a 
change. That would take the nonsense out of 
him. Our vile .sex at the bottom of it, I suppose ! ” 

“ I did catch a whisper in London, before we left,” 
.said Mi.ss Violet, cautiously. 

“ You always do,” interrupted her si.ster. “ I hope 
you don’t talk to Pinson confidentially. What was it ? ” 
“ Only that a girl that every one seemed to know 
about wouldn’t have him, and tluit he nearly went 
out of his mind about it: wouldn’t hear of living in 
England afterwards.” 

“ Poor fellow ! he’ll know better some day—won’t 
he, mother.? He must be a romantic per.son to go 
mooning about, wanting to die or emigrate, for a trifle 
like that.” 

“ I .sometimes wonder if you girls of the presen*^ 
day have hearts, from the way you talk,” mused the 
matron. ” However, I suppose they’re deeper down 
than ours u.sed to be. But I don’t like my girls to 
sneer at true love. It’s a sacred and holy thing, 
without which we women would have a sad time in 
this world. But, in our own country, men have dope 
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rash things in the agony of disappointment. You 
have heard of young Anstruther ? ” 

“ Oh yes, long ago. He went home and shot 
himself because of a silly girl. I suppo.se he’s sorry 
for it now.” 

“ Hearts arc much the same, in all countries and 
ages, depend upon it, my dears ; they make people do 
strange things. But let us hope that there will be no 
unruly promptings in this family.” 

“ Quite so, mother—same here; but I suppose, 
as Longfellow tells us, ‘ as long as the heart has 
woes,’ all sorts of droll things will happen. And now 
suppose we go and look at the stables before after¬ 
noon tea : .1 want to see the hunters and polo ponies. 
The garden we can see to-morrow morning.” 

» * 4 :- « « 

When Sir Roland, having made final arrangements, 
concluded to run down to Afassinger for farewell 
jjurposes, he declined courteously Mr. Lexington’s 
invitation to .stay with him, and took up his abode 
at the Massinger Arms, in the village, where he con¬ 
sidered he would be quiet and more independent. ’ 
He felt himself obliged to say farewell to the people 
he had known all his life, small and great. But 
he never had less inclination for conversation and 
the ordinary society business. A week at the out¬ 
side would suffice for such leave-taking as he con- 
side’-ed obligatory. 

s to the emigration matter which had so disturbed 
his viondc, another factor of controlling power entered 
into the calculation. A re-valuation of his property 
made it apparent that when every liability came to 
be paid off, the available residue would be much 
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less than he or his men of business reckoned on. 
Not more, indeed, than the ridiculously small sum of 
thirty or forty thousand pounds. He was not going 
to live on the Continent, or any cheap foreign place, 
on this. Nor to angle for an heiress. So, having 
been informed that he could live like a millionaire 
in the colonies, and probably make a fortune out of 
a grazing estate which half the money would purchase, 
there was nothing to keep him in England. Such 
considerations, reinforced by the haunting memories 
of a “ lost Lenore ” in the guise of Hypatia, drove 
him forward on his course outre incr with such 
feverish force that he could scarcely bear to await 
the day of embarkation. 



CHAPTER III 

He could not well refuse an invitation to dinner from 
his successor, who called upon him, in form, the day 
after his arrival, and again begged him to make the 
old hall his home until he left I'ingland. 

This request he begged to decline, much to Mr. 
Lexington’s disappointment, though he agreed to 
dine. 

“ My people were looking forward to having your 
advice upon all sorts of matters, which, of course, you 
would know about better than any one else. We are 
not going to make any great changes that I know of,” 
said Mr. Lexington. “Everything on the estate is in 
excellent order ; your overseer—I mean bailiff—seems 
sensible and experienced. 1 shall give him his own 
way chiefly. He knows the place and the people, 
which of course I don’t. My children, being Austra¬ 
lians, arc fond of horses ; they arc so much pleased 
with your lot, that you may be sure of their being 
well treated—and pensioned, when their time comes. 

I never .sold an old favourite in my life, and am not 
going to begin in England, though you can’t turn out 
a horse here all the year round as j’ou can in 
Australia. And now I’ll say good afternoon. Sorry 
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you can’t stay with us. We shall see you at dinner 
—half-past seven ; but come any time.” 

Upon which Mr. Lexington departed, leaving a 
pleasant impression with the former owner. 

“ What mistaken prejudices English people have, 
for the most part! ” he thought. “ Sir Giles Weatherly, 
I heard, was raving at my want of loyalty to the 
landed interest becau.se I had left an opening for 
some ‘ rough colonist ’ to break into our sacred 
county enclosure. This man is a thorough gentle¬ 
man. liberal and right-feeling; besides, with pots of 
money too, he will be able to do far more for the 
neighbourhood than would ever have been in my 
power. I shouldn’t be surprised if the county con¬ 
siders him an improvement upon an impoverished 
family like ours before many months are pa.st.” 

With a half-sigh, involuntar)', but not without 
a di.stinct feeling of regret, as he thought how soon 
his place would be filled up, and how different a 
position would have been his had one woman’s 
answer been othcrwi.se, he addressed himself once 
more to the momentous question of emigration. He 
had purchased a quantity of colonial literature, and 
had made some headway through the handbooks 
thoughtfully provided for the roving Englishman of 
the period. The difficulty lay in deciding between 
the different offshoots of Britain. All apparently 
po.ssessed limitless areas of fertile land and rich 
pasturage, in addition to goldfields, coal-mines, opal 
and diamond deposits, silver and copper mines, the 
whole vast territory reposing in safety under the 
world-wide mgis of the British flag. 

Before he had found anything like a solution of 
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this pressing problem, the church clock suggested 
dressing. So, attiring himself suitably, he made his 
way to the Court. He rang the hall-door bell some¬ 
what impatiently, having only partially got over the 
feeling of strangeness at being invited to dinner at 
liis own house, so to speak, and being shown into the 
drawing-room by his own butler. This official's gravity 
relaxed suddenly, after a vain struggle, and ended in 
a gasping “ Oh, Sir Roland! ” as he announced him 
in due form. 

In the drawing-room, where nothing had been 
added or altered, he found three ladies, the son of 
the house, and his host. “ Mrs. Lexington, Miss 
Lexington, and my daughter Violet, with my son 
Frank,” comprehended the introductions. 

All were in evening attire, the ladies very quietly 
but becomingly dres.sed. The dinner was much as 
usual; his own wines, glass, and table decorations 
were in the same order as before. Could he have 
given a dinner-party unawares.^ His position at the 
right hand of Mrs. Lexington seemed hardly to decide 
the question. 

No reference was made by any of the company, 
which included the rector of the parish (a few minutes 
late), to his reasons for expatriating himself, though 
expressions of regret occurred that he should be 
leaving the country. 

“My daughters are lost in astonishment that you 
should voluntarily quit such a paradise, as it appears 
to us sunburnt Australian.s,” said the lady of the 
house. 

“You wouldn’t have got me to leave it without a 
fight,” said Mi.ss Lexington ; “but I suppose men get 
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tired pf comfort in this dear old country, where eVeiy- 
thing goes on by itself apparently, and even the 
servants .seem ‘ laid on ’ like the gas and water. They 
must want danger and discomfort as a change,” 

“There would not appear to have been much in 
the country from which you came,” replied Sir Roland, 
declining the personal question. 

“We have had our .share,” .said Mr. Lexington. 
“ Fortunately one is seldom the wor.se for it; perhaps 
the more fitted to enjoy life’s luxurie.s, when they come 
in their turn. Tell Sir Roland something, Frank, 
about that dry season when you were travelling with 
the ‘ Diamond D ’ cattle.” 

“ Rather early in the evening for Queensland storie.s, 
isn’t it ^ ” replied the younger man thus invoked, who 
did not, except in a deeper tint of bronze, pre.sent any 
point of departure from the home-grown product. “ Tell 
him one or two after dinner. I’d rather have his 
advice about the country sport, if he’ll be good enough 
to enlighten me.” 

“A better guide than my old friend the rector 
here the country doe.sn’t hold,” .said the cx-squirc. 
“ He knows to a day when ‘ cock ’ may be expected, 
and though he doesn’t hunt now, he used to be in 
the first flight; as for fishing, he’s Izaak Walton’s 
sworn di.sciple. I leave you in good hands. All the 
same, I’m ready to be of use in any way.” 

“The weather feels warm now^ even to us. We 
hardly expected such a day,” remarked Mrs. Lexing¬ 
ton ; “ and as we have none of us been home before, 
we don’t quite know what to make of it.” 

“ If it’s a trifle warm and close, it never lasts more 
than a few days, they tell me,” said the eldest daughter; 
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“ and the nights are always cool. That’s one comfort. 
I always feel like putting a new line in my prayers of 
thankfulness for there being hardly any flies and no 
mQ.squitoes. And such lovely fresh mornings to wake 
up in! Such trees, such grass! No wonder the 
hymns speak of ‘ a happy EnglLsh child ! ’ ” 

“All the same, Australia is not a bad country,” 
said Mrs. Lexington, “though we did have seventeen 
days once at the Macquarie River when it was a 
hundred in the shade every day and ninety every 
night. On the other hand, the Riverina winter was 
superb—such cloudless days and merely bracing 
mornings and evenings. I dare say, we shall miss 
than here in ‘ chill October.’ Sir Roland will give, us 
his impressions when he returns, perhaps,” she con¬ 
tinued. “ It is hard to find a climate which is pleasant 
all the year round. A cool summer is enjoyed at the 
expense of a cold winter. And we have extremes 
even in Australia. I saw in the paper lately some 
account of pedestrians being thirty hours in snow, and 
much exhausted when they reached their destination 
after being out all night.” 

“ I should hardly have thought that possible,” .said 
the guest, genuinely a.stonished. 

“English people hear more of the heat of our 
climate than the cold,” said, his host, good-humouredly ; 
“ but the mails arc carried on .snow-shoes in the winter 
season of a towp I know, and I have seen the children 
going to school in them too.” 

“ Oh, come! dad will soon begin to tell stories 
about snakes,” said Mi.s.s Violet, “if we don’t turn the 
conversation. Do you have much Ipwn tennis in the 
neighbourhood. Sir Roland ” 
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“ A good deal,” he replied, “ as the rector will tell 
you. His daughters are great performers, and at the 
last tournament with West Essex Mi,ss Charlton was 
the champion.” 

“ Oh, Ippvy delightful! We all play except dad and 
mother, so ^ shall be able to keep up our form.” 

“ Then it’s not too hot in the Australian summer 
for exercise } ” 

“ It’s never too hot for cricket, or dancing, or tennis 
in our country. We couldn’t do without them, so the 
weather must take its chance. After all, a little heat, 
more or less, doesn’t seem to matter.” 

“ Apparently not,” said Sir Roland, noting the girl’s 
well-developed figure, regular feature.s, and animated 
expression. 

In truth, they were both handsome girls, though 
their complexions showed a clear but healthy pallor, 
as distinguished from the rose-bloom of their British 
sisters. If Sir Roland had not been dead to all 
sympathetic consideration of the great world of woman, 
it would have occurred to him that a man might “ go 
fartj]^ and fare wor.se ” than by choosing either of 
these frank, unspoiled maidens, rich in the possession 
of the charm of youth and the crowning glory of the 
se.x—the tender, faithful heart of a true woman. 

But to his dulled and di.sturbed sen.ses, not as yet 
recovered from the mecciless blow dealt him by fate, 
no ipuch appreciation of their’ youthful graces was 
possible. 

He was courteous to the utmost |^oint of politeness, 
scrupulously attentive to their queries about this, to 
them, unfamiliar land ol**tfieir forefathers ; careful also 
to requite the consideration with which he felt they 
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had regarded him. But they might have been any 
one’s maiden aui|Es, or indeed grandmothers, for all 
the personal Interest which he felt in themt Indeed, 
when Mrs. Lexington caught her eldest daughter’.s 
eye and proceeded to the drawing-roptnj he was 
distinctly conscious of a feeling of relief, v 

Then, as he drew uj) his chair at the suggestion 
of his host, he began to show increased interest, as 
the question of a desirable colony to betake him.self 
to was mooted. 

“You are not in the same position as many young 
men whom Frank and 1 have met. You arc accus¬ 
tomed to a country life, and have a ])ractical know¬ 
ledge of farming. Your cattle and .sheep (we went 
through them this morning) do the management 
credit, and the bailiff tells me that you directed it in 
a general way. The crops and the grass lands are 
A I. So you won’t have so much to learn when you’ve 
thought out the climate in Australia. May I consider 
that you prefer agriculture to a pastoral life .? ’’ 

“ I must say that I do, though I don’t limit my.sclf 
to any particular pursuit or inve.stment. I should feel 
grateful for your advice in the matter.’’ 

“Wc are all New South Wales people, born there 
indeed, and probably prejudiced in its favour. It is 
the mother colony of Australia, and until lately the 
largest, so that there was always plenty of scope. We 
have never, like most of fhe larger pastoralists, had 
much to do with farming, preferring to buy our hay, 
corn, flour, and such trifles frqm the small settlers.’’ 

“The squatters, As I suppose they are called,” 
interposed Massinger, who was beginning to be proud 
of his colonial knowledge. 
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“ Well, not exactly,” corrected the colonist. “ The 
smaller holders are called farmers, or ‘ free-selectors,’ 
having by a late Act of Parliament acquired the right 
of free choice over the Crown lands leased in vast 
acres to the squatters. They follow farming exclusively 
as an occupation, and are chiefly tenants, or men of 
small capital. The squatter, on the other hand, is 
the Australian country gentleman—the landlord, where 
he is a free holder. It is therefore the more fashion¬ 
able pursuit, so to speak, and as such, has proved 
attractive to men like yourself, who commence colonial 
life with a fair amount of capital. Perhaps P'rank will 
give you his views.” 

“I never could stand farming at any price,” said 
the younger colonist. " I hardly know a turnip from 
a potato. My fancy has always been for the big 
outside stations. There’s something to stir a man’s 
blood in managing a property fifty miles square, 
with plain, forest, and river to match. Then twenty 
thousand head of cattle, or a hundred thousand .sheep 
to organize a commissariat for, and an army of men' 
to command! There’s no time to potter about 
ploughing and harrowing, haymaking or reaping, in 
country like that. You might as well dig your own 
garden.” 

“ But surely they arc necessary occupations ” 
queried the intending colonist. 

“Not to men with a million of acres or so in hand. 
They can’t worry over details. We buy everything we 
want in that way, and have it brought to our doors, 
more cheaply than we could grow it. Our work in 
life, so far, is to produce cheap beef mutton, and 
wool, to feed your people and for them to manufacture. 
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That, I take it, is our present business, and anything 
that interferes with it is a loss to the empire.” 

“That seems a short list of products for a great 
country like yours. Couldn’t you supply anything 
more from the land ? ” 

“All in good time,” said the young man, sipping 
his claret. “ By-and-by, when labour becomes more 
plentiful and the population denser, we shall send 
you butter and bacon, cheese, honey, fruit, flour, sugar, 
wine, and oil—even rabbits, confound them !—by the 
million. These products, when we have time, and 
have overtaken the local demand, we can export by 
the shipload. A hundred thousand frozen lambs—that 
kind of thing—in one .steamer.” 

“ But you have said nothing about horses. Surely 
1 have heard that your country is very suitable for 
rearing them ? ” asked their guest. 

“ Suitable ! ” ejaculated the young Australian, with 
more, animation than he had previously expressed. 
“ I should think so. Yet up to this day, though a 
fascinating pursuit, horses haven’t paid so well as sheep 
and cattle. But our time is coming. I have always 
maintained that we could breed cavalry and artillery 
horses for all Europe—more cheaply, too, than any 
other country in the world; horses possessing extra¬ 
ordinary courage, stoutness, speed, and constitution. 
From the way in which they arc reared on the natural 
grasses in the open air, they have the best feet and 
legs in the world. The Indian buyers find them more 
suitable for cavalry and artilleiy than Arabs or their 
own stud-breds, but as yet they only take a tenth 
part of what we could rear if the markets were more 
steady and assured. It will be proved some day that 
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the Engli.sh hor.sc gain.s in .stoutness in Australia 
after a generation, and I look forward even to our 
sending you back pure Australian thoroughbreds, 
equal in speed to their imj^orted grandsires, but 
sounder, stronger in constitution, and with more bone.” 

As the de.scendant of Kentish squires .spoke with 
heightened feeling upon what was evidently a favourite 
theme, Ma.ssinger could not help admitting that the 
speaker himself was no bad exemplar of the favourable 
conditions of a free, adventurous, roving life upon the 
Anglo-Saxon type. I'rank Lexington was, indeed, as 
fine a man as you could make physically—a descrip¬ 
tion once applied to him by an enthusiastic admirer 
at an up-country race meeting. Standing somewhat 
over six feet in height, he was admirably proportioned, 
and not less for .strength than activity. His features 
were regular, approaching the Greek ideal in outline, 
while his steady eye and square jaw denoted the 
courage .and decision which, young as he seemed, had 
been te.stod full many a time and oft. II is hand.s, 
though bronzed and sinewy with occasional c.x25ericnccs 
of real hard work, were delicately formed, while his 
filbert nails, i3erhai)s as true a test as any other of 
gentle blood and nurture, had evidently never lacked 
careful tendance. 

Fairly well read, and soundly if not academically 
educated, he was but one of a class of the iDrescnt 
generation of Australians who do no discredit to the 
imj)crial race from which they spring. 

before these reflections had come to a conclusion, 
however, Mr. Lexington rose, saying— 

"Now that Frank has got to the hor.ses of his 
native countiy, we had better adjourn the debate, if 
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you won’t take another glass of port, or his mother 
and sisters will be scolding us for staying too long 
over our wine.” 

Soon after their arrival in the drawing-room the 
opposition found a speaker. 

“ We thought you were never coming, daddy dear,” 
said Miss Violet. “ What in the world do men find to 
talk about when xve're not there ^ I suppose, though, 
that you were giving Sir Roland a lecture on colonial 
experience, and P'rank had fallen foul of the shooting 
and fi.shing topics, or, worst of all, the great horse 
question! Ah! I see you look guilty, so I won’t say 
any more about it.” 

” I’m sure it’s very natural, my dear,” said Mrs. 
Lexington. “ Of course Sir Roland knows as little of 
colonial life as your father docs about Pinglish farming. 
Either experience would be valuable, you know.” 

” I am not so sure of that,” quoth the merry dam.sel, 
who appeared to be of indeiiendcnt mind. “ I've rarely 
known dad take any one’s oirinion but his own ; and 
iis to advising new—er—that i.s—new arrivals in 
Australia, you remember what Jack Charteris said 
when somebody asked him to do so” 

“Something saucy, no doubt. ” 

“ Oh no ; it w as only t(j this effect—that if the 
young fellow had any common scn.se, he would soon 
find out everything for himself; and if he hadn’t, 
nothing that you could say would do him any good.” 

“ I am afraid that you will give Sir Roland a 
strange idea of Australian young ladies’ manners, for 
a change, Marion might try this lovely piano. It’s 
almo.st new; too good for a bachelor’s establi.shment.” 

Massinger winced a little, but did not explain that. 



54 TO THE KNIFE'' chap. 

as the adored personage had once been inveigled into 
joining an afternoon tea at the Court on the way back 
from a tennis match, of which he had received timely 
notice, he had ordered a new grand piano to be sent 
down from London, so that it might be ready for her 
divinely fair fingers to essay. 

“ The other one,” he replied, carelessly, “ was rather 
old—had, indeed, been sent up to a morning-room ; 
just did for practising on when ladies were in the 
house.” 

” I .should think it did,” said Miss Lexington, 
indignantly. “Why, it’s better now than half the 
people have in their drawing-rooms. I’m afraid you 
won’t make much of a fortune in Australia if you’re 
so extravagant. Three hundred and fifty pounds' 
worth of pianos in a house with a family of one ! ” 

“ I’m like the man in your sister's story. Miss 
Lexington,” said he, smiling at the girl’s earnestness. 
“ Advice will be thrown away upon me. But perhaps 
I may improve after a few months.” 

“ Months! ” said the girl; and a sudden look almost 
of compassion changed the lustre of her dark grey 
eyes. “ How little you know of the yenrs and years 
before you!—the changes and chances, the bad 
seasons, the dull life ; and then perhaps nothing at 
the end—absolutely nothing! And to come away 
from this! ” And .she looked round the noble room, 
which, if not magnificently furnished, was yet replete 
with modern comfort, and had, in the priceless pieces 
of caiwed oaken furniture, the air of ancient and long- 
descended possession. “ How conld you ? ” 

He turned and faced her with an air of smiling 
but irrevocable decision. 
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“My resolve was not taken without consideration, 
I assure you ; and I have yet to learn that an English¬ 
man is likely to find himself at fault among his 
countrymen in any of Britain’s colonies. But I am 
anxious to hear my ecstatic instrument for the last 
time.’’ 

Marion Lexington, as are many Australian girls, 
had been e.xtremcly well taught—received, indeed, the 
instruction of an artist of European reputation. Her 
ear was faultless, her taste accurate. She therefore, 
after a prelude of Bach’s, broke into one of Schubert’s 
wild, half-mournful “ Momens Musicals,” which she 
played with such feeling and power as rather to 
surprise her hearer, who, a fair judge, and something 
of an amateur, was no mean critic. She did not sing, 
she explained, but after she had concluded with a 
■Scherzo, Miss Violet was prevailed upon to sing a 
couple of songs, which showed, by the management 
of a pure soprano, that she had received the tuition 
which had fitly developed its high quality. 

Massinger could hardly refrain from expressing a 
faint degree of surprise, as he wondered how sy.stematic 
training was possible in the primitive surroundings of 
a pastoral life. 

“An English judge in a cause ccllbre once described 
the squatter’s occupation as a ‘ rude wandering life,’ ” 
said Mr. Lexington, .smiling ; “but for many years my 
wife and the girls lived in Sydney during the summer,, 
and only went to our principal station, which is near 
a large inland town in the interior, for the winter—a 
season lovely beyond description. Sq, my daughters 
enjoyed educational facilities not inferior, perhaps, to 
those of country towns in England.” 
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“ Like most Englishmen, I must confess to having 
formed incorrect ideas about our colonial possessions. 
However, I shall have ample time to amend them, if 
Miss Violet’s prophecy comes true.” 

“Never mind her. Sir Roland,” said her mother, 
stroking the girl’s fair hair. “ She is a naughty girl, 
and always says the first thing that comas into her 
head. It is just as likely that we shall see you back 
again with a colossal fortune in five years. Mr. 
Hazelwood that bought Rurrawombic did, you know! 
You remember him, don’t you, Frank ? And if a bank- 
failure epidemic sets in, as was once threatened, we 
may just then be wanting to sell out and go back to 
Australia to retrench.” 

“I give everybody fair warning,” said Miss Violet, 
starting up from her mother’s side, “ that / am going 
to settle permanently in England before that talcas 
jrlace. I couldn’t endure returning under those circum¬ 
stances. As a girl with a ‘record,’ as that American 
one ^id who had danced with the Prince, I might be 
induced to face George Street and Katoomba again ; 
but not otherwise ! ” 

Farewells had been said, old friends and old 
haunts revisited. The whole able-bodied population 
of Massinger Court, tower and town, had apparentl)^ 
turned out to do honour to their late landlord and 
employer, and when Sir Roland deposited himself in 
an engaged carriage by insistence of the veteran station- 
master, and v\-as, as the phrase run.s, “ left alone with 
his thoughts,” an involuntary lowering of his animal 
.spirits occurred. 

He had, as his friends and acquaintances fully 
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believed, cut loose from all old associations—“ turned 
himself out of house and home,” as some familiarly 
expressed it—quitted for ever the old hall which had 
been in the possession of his family in unbroken line 
since the Conquest, and committed his fortunes to 
the conditions of a rude, quasi-barbarous country. 

And for what '> For a most insufficient reason, as 
rll the world thought. 

What w'as the abnormal incident which had brought 
about this dislocation of his whole life, which had made 
havoc of all previous aims and pros]iects ? Merely the 
too highly WTought imagination of a girl—of a silly 
girl, people would doubtless say. 

Well, they could hardly so describe Hypatia 
Tollemachc, \vho had proved the possession of one of 
the finest intellects of the day, and had taken almost 
unprecedented academical honours. 

At any rate, she might come under the biting 
regal deliverance. Toujours femme varic, bicn fol qni 
s'ji fie. But teas she changeable.^ He could ndfcisay 
so with any show of sincerity. 

She had been true—too true—to her ideal. Would 
that she had not been so steadfast to a vain imagining, 
an emotional craze ! 

A dream, a vision that she was destined by example, 
pi’ecept, .self-sacrifice, what not, to elevate her sex in 
particular, the toiling ma.s.ses in general, the helpless 
poor, the Forgotten captives, de.spairing, tortured, chained 
to the oar of the blood-stained galley, “ Civilization,” 
falsely .so called ! Confessedly a lofty ideal. Yet how 
needless a devotion of her glorious beauty, her precious, 
all too fleeting youth, her divine intellect, to the thank¬ 
less task of helping those to w'hom Providence had 
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denied the power of helping themselves ; of expending 
these God-given treasures upon feeble or deformed 
natures, who, when all had been lavished, were less 
grateful for the abundant bounty than envious of the 
higher life, grudgingly displeased that more had not 
been dispensed. 

ITowever, the fiat had gone forth. She must be 
the arbiter of her own fate. He disdained to beg 
for a final reconsideration of his suit. Only, he could 
not have borne to remain and continue the daily round 
of country life, the rides and drive.s, the tennis and 
afternoon teas, the fishing, the shooting, when he 
knew the exact number of pheasants in each spinney, 
the woodcocks expected in every copse. The hunting 
was nearly as bad, except for the advantages of a turn 
more danger. 

No ; a new land, a new world, for him ! Complete 
change and wild adventure ; no ordinary derangement 
of conditions would medicine the mind di.seased which 
was ever abiding with the form of Roland Massinger. 
His passage was already secured in one of the staunch 
seaboats which justify the maritime pride of the 
Briton; he was pledged to sail for the uttermost 
inhabited lands of the South in less than a week's 
time. The matter settled, he continued to devote 
himself assiduously to acquiring information, and felt 
partially at ease as to his future. 

The most desirable colony still seemed to be a 
kind of ignis fatnns. 

He read blue-books, compilations, extracts from 
letters of correspondents—all and everything which 
purported' to direct in the right path the undecided 
emigrant—with the general result of confusing his 
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mind, and delaying any advance to a purpose which 
he might have gained. Finally, he fixed, half by 
chance, upon Britain's farthest southern possession— 
New Zealand—the Britain of the South, as it had 
been somewhat pretentiously styled by a Company, 
more or less historical, w'hich had essayed to mono¬ 
polize its fertile lands and “ civilize ” its tameless 
inhabitants. 

In the frame of mind in which Massinger found 
himself, an account of the war of 1845, in which a 
Maori patriot threw down the gage of battle to the 
“might, majesty, and dominion ’’ of England, ob-stinately 
resi.sting her overwhelming powder and disciplined 
troops, aroused his interest, and came to exercise a 
species of fascination over him. 

The valour of the Maori people, their chivalry, 
their eloquence, their dignity, their delight in war 
and skill in fortification, impressed him deeply. The 
Australian colonics had but an uninteresting aboriginal 
population, small in number and scarcely raised above 
the lowest races of mankind. They held few attributes 
valuable to a student in ethnology—and this was one 
of his strongest predilections—whereas among the 
warrior tribes of New Zealand there would be endless 
types available for a philosophical observer. 

The nature of the country also appealed to his 
British habitudes. Fertile lands, running rivers, snow- 
clad mountains, picturesque scenery, all these chimed 
in with his earliest predilection!;, and finally decided 
his resolution to adopt New Zealand as his abiding- 
place—that wonderland of the -Pacific ; that region of 
everlasting snow, of glaciers, lakes, hot springs, and 
fathomless sounds, excelling in grandeur the Norw’egian 



6o 


IV A R ro THE KNIFE 


CHAP. 


fiords ; of terraces, pink and white—nature’s delicatest 
lace fretwork above fairy lakelets of vivid blue! 

It was enough. Jacta est alea ! Henceforth with 
the land of Maui the fortunes of Roland Massinger 
are ine.xtricably mingled. 

***** Si 

Modern arrangements for changing one’s hemi¬ 
sphere arc much the same in the case of the emigrant 
Briton whom kind fortune has included in “the clas.scs.’’ 
For him the .sea-change is made delightfully ea.sy. 
Luxuriously appointed steamers await his choice, dis¬ 
tances are apparently shortened. Time is certainly 
economised. y\greeable society, if not guaranteed, 
is generally jrrovided. Tradesmen contend for the 
privilege of loading the traveller with a superfluous, 
chiefly unsuitable, outfit. Letters of introduction are 
jrroffered, often to dwellers in distant colonies, mistaken 
for adjacent counties. 

Advice is volunteered by friends or acquaintances 
of every imaginable shade of c.xperiencc, diverse as 
to conditions and contradictory in tendency. 

Firearms of the period, from duck-guns to pocket- 
pi.stols, are sugge.stcd or presented ; while the regretful 
tone of farewell irresistibly impres.scs the mind of the 
wanderer that, unless a miracle is performed in his 
favour, he will never revisit the home of his fathers. 

From many of these drawbacks to departure our 
hero freed himself by resolutely declining to discuss 
the subject in any shape. He admitted the fact, gave 
no reasons, and assented to many of the opinions as 
to the-patent disadvantage of living out of England. 
He resisted the outfitter .successfully, having been 
warned by Frank Lexington against taking anything 



Ill 


'‘WAR TO THE KNIFE" 6i 

more than he would have required for a visit to an 
English country house. 

“ Take all you would take there, but nothing more.” 

“ What! dress clothes, and so on } ” 

‘‘ Of course ! People dress much as they do here in 
all the colonies. If you’re asked to dinner here, you 
wouldn’t go in a shooting-coat; neither do they. In 
the country, in the bush, of course minor allou'ances 
arc made.” 

“ But guns and pistols surely ” 

“ Not unless )’ou wish to practise at the sea-birds 
on the way out, which few of the captains permit 
nowadays. You will find that you can buy every kind 
of firearm there at half the jirice you would ])ay here 
—equally good, mostly unused, the jiroperty of young 
men who have been induced to load themselves with 
unnecessary accommodation for man and beast. 
Saddlery, harness, agricultural imiilcments, arc all 
included in my list of iinnecessaries.” 

“Then, what (7>n I to take ” inquired Massinger, 
apjialled at this stern dismissal of the accepted emigra¬ 
tion formula. 

“ The clothes on your back, a couple of spare suits, 
a few books for the voyage, and what other articles 
may be contained in a Gladstone bag and two trunks; 
all else is v'anity, and most assured ve.xation of 
spirit.” 

“And how about money ” 

“ There you touch the great essential—leaving it 
to the last, as we often do. Take, say, fifty sovereigns 
for the voyage—thirty would be ample, but it is as 
well to leave a margin. And of course half or a 
quarter of your available capital in the shape of a 
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bank draft. You will find that it is worth much 
more, so to speak, than here.” 

“ I mean to invest the greater part of it in land ” 
—with decision. 

“All right; as to that, I won’t offer an opinion. I 
know next to nothing about New Zealand. Look out 
when you do buy. Some fellow told me there was 
trouble with the native titles; and lawsuits about 
land are no joke, as we have reason to know.” 

“ Good-bye, my dear fellow,” said our hero; “ I 
shall alway.s be grateful for your valuable hints. I 
hate the word ‘advice.’” And as this happened in 
London, the two young men had dined together at 
flic Reform Club, of which Massinger was a member, 
and gone to the theatre afterwards, wisely reflecting 
that such an oppoi'tunity might not again occur for a 
considerable period. 

Before the day of departure he received, among 
others, a letter of feminine form and superscription, 
which read as follows ;— 

“My dear Sir Roland, 

“As you are betaking yourself to the ends 
of the earth, after the unreasoning fashion which men 
affect, you won’t be alarmed at my affectionate mode 
of address. I really have a strong friendly interest in 
your welfare, though the nature of such a feeling on 
a girl’s part is generally suspected. Perhaps, a# you 
cannot get oyer your temporary grief about Hypatia, 
you are right to do something desperate. She will 
respect you all the more for this piece of foolishness. 
(Excuse me.) Women mostly do, if theyvhave hearts 
(some haven’t, of course), but they themselves generally 
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believe they are not worth any serious sacrifice. A 
really ‘nice’ woman is about the best prize going, if 
a man can get her; only the mistake he makes is 
in not knowing that there are lots of other women 
in the world—‘fish in the sea,’ etc.—who are certain 
to appreciate him if they get a chance, so nearly as 
good, or so alike in essentials, that he would hardly 
find any difference after a year or two. 

“So, for the present, you are right to go away 
and found more Er.glands, and chop down trees, and 
fight with wild beasts—are there any in New Zealand, 
or only natives Doing all this with a view of knock¬ 
ing all the nonsense, as we girls say, out of your head. 
Time will probably cure you, as it has done many 
another man. With us women—foolish creatures !— 
more time is generally needed ; why. I'm sure I don’t 
know. Perhaps because we can’t smoke or drink, in 
our dark hours, like you men v\'hcn you arc thrown 
over. 

“ I wish you luck, anyhow. Some day when you 
come back—for I refuse to believe you will never see 
Massinger Court again—you will tell me if I am a 
true projihet. My tip is this:— 

“ Within the next five years Hypatia will have got 
tired of .slumming, lecturing, teaching, and generally 
sacrificing herself for the heathen, and will hear Reason ; 
or you will find a replica of her in Australia or 
Kamtschatka, or wherever your wandering steps may 
lead, who will do nearly or quite as well to ornament 
your humble home. 

“And now, after this infliction of genuine friendly 
counsel, I ewill conclude with a little personal item 
which raa|f explain my protestations of merely platonic 
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interest in your concerns. I Iiave been engaged to 
Harry Merivalc for nearly three years. It was a dead 
secret, a.s he was too jioor to marry. In those days 
you once did liim a good turn, he told me. Now he 
has got his step, and his old aunt has come round, so 
we are to be warried tiext month. 

“ I am sure you will give me joy, and believe me 
ever, 

“ Your sincere friend and elder sister, 

“ ItESSlli Bkanksome.” 



CHAPTER IV 


With the exception of certain yachting trips, Mr. 
Roland Massinger, as he now called himself, having 
decided to drop the title for the present, had no 
experience of ocean voyaging. A well-found j'acht, 
presided over by an owner of royal hospitality and 
fastidious friendships, with carefully selected com¬ 
panions, and the pick of the mercantile marine for a 
crew, leaves little to be desired. P'eted at every port, 
and free to stay, or glide onwards as the sea-bird o'er 
the foam—such a cruise affords, perhaps, the ideal 
holiday. 

But this was a far different experience. A shipload 
of perfect strangers, many of them not indifferent, like 
himself, to changing scene and environment, but un¬ 
willing e.xiles, leaving all they held dear, and murmur¬ 
ing secretly, if not openly, against Fate, presented no 
cheering features. The weather was cold and stormy ; 
while, in crossing the Bay of Biscay, such a wild 
outcry of wind and wave greeted them, that with 
battened-down hatches, a deeply laden vessel, frightened 
passengers and overworked stewards, he had every 
facility afforded him for speculation as to whether his 
Antarctic enterprisew'ould not be prematurely accounted 
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for by a telegram in the Times, headed “ Another 
shipwreck. All hands supposed to be lo.st.” 

This, and other discouraging thoughts, passed 
through the mind of the voyager during the forty- 
eight hours of supreme discomfort, not unmingled with 
danger, while the gale ceased not to menace the 
labouring vessel. However, being what is called “ a 
good sailor,” and his present frame of mind rendering 
him resigned, if not defiant, he endeared himself to 
the officers by refraining from useless questions, and 
awaiting with composure the change which, as they 
were not fated to go to the bottom on that occasion, 
took place in due course. How the storm abated, 
how the weather cleared ; how, as the voyage pro¬ 
gressed, the passengers became comiianionable, has 
often been narrated in similar chronicles. 

The mountains of New Zealand were finally sighted, 
and the good ship Arrawatta steamed into the lovely 
harbour of Auckland one fine morning, presenting to 
the eager gaze of the wayfarers the charms of a land¬ 
scape which in many respects equals, and in others 
surpasses, the world-famed haven of Sydney. 

It was early dawn when they floated through the 
Rangitoto channel between the island so called—the 
three-coned ])cak of which, with scoria-shattered 
flanks, denoted volcanic origin—and the North Head. 
Passing this guardian headland, “ a most living land¬ 
scape,” the more entrancing from contrast to the 
endless ocean plain which for so many a day had 
limited his vision, was spread out before the voyager’s 
eager and delighted gaze. Land and water, hill and 
dale, bold headlands and undulating verdurous slopes, 
combined to form a panorama of enchanting variety. 
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The city of Auckland, which he had come so far 
to see, rose in a succession of graduated eminences 
from the waters of a sheltered bay. Bold headlands 
alternated with winding creeks and estuaries ; low 
volcanic hills clothed with dazzling verdure, ferny 
glens and copses which reminded him of the last 
day’s “ cock ” shooting at the Court; w'hile trim 
villas and even more pretentious mansions gave 
assurance that here the modern Vikings, having 
w'earied of the stormy seas, had made themselves a 
settled home and abiding-place. Glen and pine- 
crested headland, yellow beach and frowning cliff, 
wharves and warehouse.s, skiffs and coasters, the 
smoke of steamers, all told of the adjuncts of the 
Anglo-Saxon—that absorbing race which has rarely 
been dislodged from suitable foothold. 

On the voyage Massinger had noticed a good- 
looking man, about his own age, in whom, in spite 
of .studiously plain attire, he recognized, by various 
slight marks and tokens, the English aristocrat. Most 
probably the .stranger had made similar deductions, 
as he had commenced their first conversation with an 
unreserved condemnation of the w'cathcr, after a passing 
depreciation of the food, concluding by a query in the 
guise of a statement. 

“ Not been this way before '! " 

Massinger admitted the fact. 

“ Going to settle—farm—sheep and all that—take 
up land, eh ! ” 

“ I thought of doing so, unless I change my plans 
on arrival. I suppose it’s as good as any of the 
Au.stralian colonies ? ” 

“ Beastly holes, generally speaking, for a man who’s 
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lived in the world. Don’t know that New Zealand's 
worse than the re.st of the lot. Australia—all black- 
fellows — kangaroos — sandy wastes — droughts and 
floods. Burnt up first—flood comes and dro'wns 
survivors. So they tell me ! ” 

“ But New Zealand is fertile and well watered ; 
all the books say so.” 

“Books d-d rot—lie.s, end to end ; must go 

yourself to find out. My third trij).” 

“ Then you like it ? ” pursued the emigrant, .stimu¬ 
lated by this wholesale depreciation of a country which 
all other accounts represented as the Promised Land. 

“Have to like it.” answered the other; “billet in 
this infernal New Zealand Company. Wi.sh I’d broke 
my leg the day I applied. Heard of it, I suppose ? ” 
Mr. Massinger had indeed heard of it Had read blue- 
books, correspondence, letters, articles, and reviews, in 
which the New Zealand Land Company was alternately 
represented as a providential agency for saving the 
finest country in the world for British occupation, for 
finding homes on smiling farms for the crowded popu¬ 
lation of Great Britain, for Christianizing the natives 
as well as instructing them in the arts of peace ; or, 
as a syndicate of greedy monopolists, insidiously work¬ 
ing for the accumulation of vast estates, and oppressing 
a noble and interesting race, whose lands they proposed 
to confiscate under a miserable pretence of sale and 
barter. 

. “ I have heard and read a good deal of the proceed¬ 
ings of the New Zealand Land Company ; but accounts 
differ, so that they are perplexing to a stranger.” 

“Naturally; all interested people—one myself,” said 
his new acquaintance. “ But, as we’ve got so far, 
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permit me ? ” and extracting a card from a wcaX portc- 
vwnnaie, he handed it to Massinger, who, glancing at 
it, perceived the name of 

Mr. DuiiLEY Slvde, 

Secretary to the Nets.’ Zealand Land Company., 

An e/clan d and Christehureli. 

“ Happy to make your acquaintance,” he said. “ I 
am not sure that I have a card. My name is 
Massinger.” 

" What! Massinger of the Court, Herefordshire ? 
Heard generally you had sold j-our place and gone 
in for colonizing. What the devil—er—excuse me. 
Reasons, no doubt ; but if I had the luck to be the 
owner of Massinger Court— born to it, mind you—I’d 
have seen all the colonies swallowed up by an earth¬ 
quake before I'd have left England. No ! not for all 
New Zealand, from the ‘ Three Kings ’ to Cape 
Palliser.” 

" If all Engli.shmen felt alike in that respect, we 
shouldn’t have had an empire, should we ? ” sugge.sted 
the other. “ Somebody must take the chances of war 
and adventure.” 

" Somebody else it would have been in my case,” 
promptly replied Mr. Slyde. “However, matter of 
taste. Every man manage his own affairs. Great 
maxim. And as mine are mixed up in this blessed 
company, if you’ll look me up in Auckland, I’ll fiut 
you up to a wrinkle or two in the matter of land- 
purcha.se—of course you’ll w^ant to buy land ; other¬ 
wise yon might get sold—you see ? Stock Exchange 
with a ‘ boom ’ on nothing to it.” 
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The transfer of Mr. Ma.ssinger’s trunks in a 
four-wheeler to a comfortable-appearing hostelry was 
effected with no more than average delay. An 
appetizing breakfast, wherein a well-cooked mutton 
chop was preceded by a grilled flounder, and flanked 
by eggs and toast, convinced him that the Briton 
of the South had no occasion to fear degeneration 
as a consequence of unsuitable living. After which 
he felt his .spirits distinctly improved in tone, and his 
de.sire to explore the surroundings of this di.stant out¬ 
post of the wandering Briton took shape and motion. 

The town of Auckland, having a few reasonably 
good buildings and a large number of cottages, cabins, 
and other shelters in every gradation, from the incipient 
terrace to the Maori “whare,” was about the average 
size of English country towns. No great difference 
in the number of houses. Not much in that of the 
inhabitants. But there was an unmistakable de- 
])arture in the air and bearing of these la.st. The 
recognized orders and classes of Briti.sh life, hardly 
di.stinguishable from their Briti.sh type.s, were all 
there. Rich and ]X)or, gentle and simple. The 
farmer, the country gentleman, the tradesman, the 
lounger, the doctor, the banker, the merchant, the 
peasant, and the navvy, all were there, with their 
pursuits and avocations written in large te.xt on form 
and face, speech and bearing. But he marked, as 
before stated, a certain departure from the home 
manner. And it was grave and essential. Whether 
high or low, each man’s features in that heterogeneous 
crowd were informed, even illumined, with the glow 
of hope, the light of sanguine expectation. 

Once landed on the shores of this magnificent 
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appanage of Britain, so nearly lost to the empire, 
dull must he be of soul, narrow of vision, who did 
not feel his heart bound within him and each pulse 
throb at the thought of the gorgeous possibilities 
which lay before him. Before the labourer, who 
received a fourfold wage, and rejoiced in such 
plenteous provision for his family as he had nev'cr 
dreamed of in the mother-land. Before the farmer, 
who saw his way to opulence and landed estate, as 
he surveyed the transplanted food crops growing 
and burgeoning as in a glorified garden which “ drank 
the rains of heaven at will.” Before the professional 
man, who.se high fees and abundant practice would 
soon ab.solve him from the necessity of professional 
toil. Before the capitalist, who saw in the steady 
rise of land-values, whether in town or country, an 
illimitable field for judicious investment, ending with 
an early retirement and at lea.st one fortune. 

The town sloped upwards from the sea, thus 
necessitating steep gradients for the streets. The 
main street, broad and well laid out, was more level 
at its inception, though Massinger saw by the hill 
immediately above it that he would not have to go 
far before his Alpine experiences would stand him 
in good stead. This was entirely to his mind ; so, 
stepping out with determination, he reached the 
summit of Mount Jiiden. Here he paused, and 
indeed the pace at which he had breasted the ascent, 
after the inaction of the voyage, rendered it far from 
inexpedient to admire the view. What a jiro.spcct 
it w'as! He stood upon an isthmus with an ocean 
on either hand. Far as eye could range, the bound¬ 
less South Pacific lay glowing and .shimmering under 
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the midday .sun; on the hither side, the harbour 
with flags of all nations and .ships from evciy sea. 

The roadstead by which the Arrazuatta had 
entered, appeared like a land-locked inlet. The 
outlines of the Greater and Lesser Barrier were 
plainly visible, as also the lofty ridge of Cape Col¬ 
ville ; other i.slands and headlands loomed faintly 
in the shadowy horizon. Westward lay the great 
harbour of Manukau and the Waitakerei Ranges. 

Weary with scanning the gulfs of the Ilauraki 
and Waitcmata, as also the far-.seen ranges of the 
Upper Thames, holding stores of precious mineraks, 
he allowed his eye to rest upon the fields and farm¬ 
houses, villages and meadow’s, overspreading the 
levels and .sheltered beneath the volcanic hills. 
Under his feet what marvellous revelations of fertility 
met his gaze ! The volcanic formation was evidenced 
by the shape of the conical eminences by which he 
\vas surrounded. lie counted more than a dozen. 
In all, the extinct craters were perfect in form, though 
covered on side and base with richest herbage. In 
these he detected most of the British fodder plants, 
growing in unu.sual luxuriance. Observing the flat¬ 
tened .summits and remains of graded-terraces, he 
found on inspection that the hand of man had adapted 
these works of nature to his nec'ls. 

Scarped, terraced, and perfect of circumvallation, 
the remains of mouldering palisades indicated the 
abodes of a warlike people, who had in long-pa.st 
days converted these hilltops into fortresses, affording 
effective means of defence, as well as a wide outlook, 
in case of invasion. 

Here for generations, j^erhaps centuries uncounted. 
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had this vigorous, agricultural, warlike people—for 
such by his course of reading he knew the Maori 
nation to be—lived and died, fought and feasted, 
garnered their simple harvest, and lived contentedly 
on the products of land and sea. 

Proud and stubborn, brave to recklessness, they 
naturally became jealous of the gradually extending 
occupation of their land by the encroaching white 
race. But why should such a people not be sensitive, 
even to the madness of battle, against ovenvhclming 
odds They had \von their country from the deep, 
ti'aversing tvidc v\'astcs of waters in canoes but ill 
adapted for storm and tempest. They had discovered 
this fair region—cultivated, peopled it. Why .should 
thc}" not resist a foreign occupation to the death 
And as he looked around on the magnificent jirospect 
spread before, around, he could not help recalling the 
lines of the immortal bard— 

'■ Where’s the coward that would not dare 
To fight for such a land ? ” 

Returning to his hotel, he chanced to meet 
several groups qf this much-exploited people, and 
was much imjjressed by the stalwart frames and bold, 
independent bearing of the men. 

Many of the women, too, were handsome, and 
timong the half-caste girls and young men were forms 
and faces which would have compared favourably 
with the finest models of ancient Greece. One young 
man of that colour attracted his attention, lie had 
been reading on board ship that wonderful romance 
of Michael Scott’s, wherein the .spacious times of old, 
and the planter-life of thp West Indian Islands, are 
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limned with .such prodigality of colour, such wealth 
of humorous perception, such power of pathos. As 
this young man came swinging along with a com¬ 
panion down the street, cigar in mouth, he could not 
help saying to himself, “ There’s the young pirate 
captain out of ‘ Tom Cringle’s Log.’ " lie was taller 
even than that fascinating Spanish desperado, but 
there was a strong family likeness. 

•' What a man he is ! ” thought Massinger. “ Six 
feet three or four, if an inch, broad-.shouldercd, deep- 
chested—a wondrous combination of strength and 
activity ; supjde as a panther, with the muscle of a 
I'arnese Mercules. As to his features, the eyes and 
teeth are .splendid, the complexion a clear bronze, 
hardly darker than that of Southern Europe.” 

Altogether he doubted if he had ever seen such 
a remarkable masculine spccimq(|. of personal grace 
and beauty. “ This is truly a remarkable country,” 
he soliloquized. “ If the climate and soil can rai.se 
men like this, what may not be hoped from the 
introduction of a purely Briti.sh race, with all the 
modern advantages of civilization ” 

Thus pondering, he managed to discover his hotel, 
where he set himself resolutely to sketch out a plan 
of future operation, before completing which, he 
deemed it advisable to deliver some of the letters 
of introduction with which he had been plentifully 
supplied. One of the more immediate effects of this 
action was the outflow of an inordinate quantity of 
advice, from the recipients of which, as a newly arrived 
Englishman, he w'as deemed to be in urgent need. 

These exhortations were compendious and ex¬ 
haustive, but failed in effect upon him from their 
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very affluence, so much of the suggestive information 
being in direct contrast to that which immediately 
preceded it. 

Having admitted that he intended to purchase a 
large block of land for farm and grazing purposes, it 
was astonishing how much interest he excited among 
the mercantile or pastoral magnates to whom he had 
been accredited. 

“ Have nothing to do with that infernal New 
Zealand Company,” said one gi'izzled coloni.st, “or 
you’ll never cease to regret it. They’re all in the 
same boat with ceitain British membeis of Parliament 
and the local political gang, to rob the.se poor devils 
of natives of their tribal lands. Title 1 They hav'cn’t 
a rag. Some artful devil of a Maori—and they are 
not behindhand in that line—pretends to .sell the 
lands of his tribe, iOf a few barrels of gunpowder or 
cases of Yankee axes—of course signs a bogus deed.” 

“ But isn’t he their accredited agent ^ ” queried 
our hero. “ They would be bound by his :ict.” 

“ Agent be hanged! ” quoth the pioneer im¬ 
petuously. “ This allotment belongs to me ; have I 
a right thei'efoi'e to sell the whole town '! I'hough, 
between you and me, there are men in business hci'e 
who w'ould have a tiy at it, if they could delude one 
of you innocent new arrivals into taking his word 
and paying over the cash.” 

“I trust I’m not quite so innocent,” replied 
Massinger, smiling, “as to make jTurchases w'ithout 
due inquiry.” 

“ Depends upon whom you inquire from,” said 
his experienced friend. “ Advice is cheap, or rather 
dear enough, when the giver has an axe to grind.” 
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“ Then how am I to find out, if no one is to be 
trusted in this Arcadia of yours ? ” 

“ Devilish few that I know of,” rejoined the senior. 
“ The Government officials and the Land Commis¬ 
sioners are, perhaps, the safest. They have some 
character to lose, and arc fairly impartial.” 

“After what you have said, may I venture to ask 
counsel from you } ”—instinctively trusting the open 
countenance and steady eye of the pioneer. 

“ Oh! certainly ; you needn’t take it, of course. 
Don’t be in a hurry to invest; that’s my first word. 
The next, buy from the Government; they have a title 
—that is, nearly always—and are bound to support 
you in it.” 

“But suppose their title is disputed.’ What will 
they do.’ ” 

“Take forcible possession, which means loar. 
And Maori war—savages, as it’s the fashion to call 
them—is no joke. And mark my word, if they’re 
not more careful than they have been lately, ‘ the deil 
will gae ower Jock Wabster.”' Here the speaker 
lapsed into his native Doric, showing that though 
half a century had rolled by since he first anchored 
in the Bay of Islands, and the Southern tongue had 
encroached somewhat, he had not forgotten the hills 
of bonnie Scotland or the expressive vernacular of his 
youth. 

“ But surely the tribe, whichever it may happen to 
be, could not stand against British regulars ? ” 

“ So you may think. But I was in the thick of 
Honi Heke’s affair in '45, and I could tell you stories 
that would surprise you. You must remember that, 
as a people, the New Zealanders are among the most 
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warlike races upon earth, inured for centuries past to 
every species of bloodshed and rapine, and bred up 
in the belief that a man is a warrior or nothing. 
P'ear, they know not the name of. They are wily 
strategi.sts, as you will observe, when you sec their 
‘ pahs,’ and the nature of their primeval forest.s gives 
them an immense advantage for cover or concealment.” 

“ Then you think there may be another war ? ” 
inquired Ma.ssinger, with .some interest. 

“Think ! I’m sure of it. Things can’t go on as 
they are. We’re in for it sooner or later, and all 
because the Governor, who means well, lets himself be 
led by half a dozen politicians, in spite of the advice 
of the old hands and the friendly chiefs, our allies, 
who have as much sense and policy as all the ministry 
put together.” 

“ But will not they always naturally lean to their 
own countrymen ? ” 

“ P'ar from it—that’s the very reason. Most of 
these chiefs have tribal feuds and hereditary enemies, 
as bitter and remorseless as ever my Hieland ancestors 
enjoyed themselves with. Others, like Waka Nenc, 
since they were Chri.stianized by the early mission¬ 
aries, have ca.st in their lot with the whites. They 
fought shoulder to .shoulder with us, and will again, 
even if they disapprove of our policy.” 

“ What an extraordinary jieople ! ” said Massinger. 

“ And if war breaks out, as you think likely, what will 
become of the colonists ? ” 

" They will have to fight for it. Murders and every 
kind of devilry will result. But we have fought before, 
and can again, I suppose. These iiJland.s are going 
to be another Britain ; and even if there has been some 
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folly and injustice, England always means well, and 
we are not going to give them up. ‘ No, sir,’ as my 
American friends say.” 

“ I rather like the prospect,” said Massinger. “ A 
good straightforward war is a novelty in these too- 
peaceful days. If I had iiny notion of leaving New 
Zealand, which I have not, this would decide me. 
Good morning, and many thanks. I will .see you 
again before I decide on anything fresh.” 

” There’s grit in that young yellow,” quoth the 
ex-skipper, as he walked out. “ Bar accidents, he’s the 
.sort of man to make his mark in a new country.” 

The man so referred to walked down the street, 
deeply pondering. 

” I have got into the land of romance,” thought he, 
“without any manner of doubt. What a pull for a 
fellow in the.se degenerate days! It rai.ses one’s 
spirits awfully. In addition to such a country for 
grass and roots as I never dreamt of it, to think of 
there being every probability of a war ! A real 
war! It reminds one of the ‘ Last of the Mohicans,’ 
and all the joys of youth. Wc shall have ‘ Ilawkeye,’ 

‘ Uncas,’ and ‘ Chingachgook ’ turning up before we 

know where we are. Oh ! furtunati nUnium - 

Halloa ! what have wc here 1 ” 

What he saw at that moment was something which 
had hardly entered into his calculations as a peaceful 
colonist. But it was strangely in accord with the 
warning tone of Captain Macdonald’s last deliverance. 
A .section of the Ngatiawa tribe, which had visited 
Auckland on the matter of a petition to the Governor 
concerning the violation of a reserve, the same being 
tapu under ceremonies of a particularly awful and 
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sacred nature, were indulging themselves with a war- 
dance by way of dissipating the tedium necessitated 
by official delay. A crowd of the townspeople had 
collected at the corner of Shortland Street, while the 
tattooed braves were with the utmost gravity going 
through the evolutions of their horrific performance. 
Chiefly unclothed, they stamped and roared, grimaced 
and threatened, as in actual preparation for conflict. 
Musket in hand, they leaped and yelled like demoniacs ; 
their countenances distorted, the eyes turned inward, 
their tongues protruded as with wolfish longing. Each 
man was possessed by a fiend, as it seemed to 
Massinger, who gazed upon the actors with intense 
interest. The performance, hardly new to the majority 
of the spectators, failed to impress one of them with 
due respect. He remarked upon the j^attern tattooed 
on the thigh of a huge native in front of him to a 
comrade, ending with a rude jc.st in the Maori tongue. 

'ju mauvaise flaisanlerie in good sooth. Turn¬ 
ing like a wild bull upon the astonished offender, 
and furious at the insult offered to his nwko —-sacred 
as the totem of an Indian chief—the Ngatiawa 
dashed the butt-end of his mu.skct against his brea.st. 
sending him on to his back with such violence that 
he had to be assi.sted to rise, .stunned and bewildered. 
The Maoris wheeled like one man, and formed in line, 
while the leader shouted Kapai! as they marched 
through the crowd to their camp, chanting a refrain 
which no doubt might have been freely rendered, 

“ Wha daur meddle wi’ me } " 

This incident impres.scd our Engli.shman more than 
weeks of de.scription could have done, with the pe¬ 
culiar characteristics of the strange race among whom 
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lie had elected to dwell. Pride and sensitiveness, to 
the point of frenzy, were evidently among the attri¬ 
butes which had to be considered at risk of personal 
tlamagc. 

He was, however, surprised at the cool way in 
which the crowd had taken their comrade’s discom¬ 
fiture, and said as much to a respectable-looking man 
who was walking down the street with him. 

“ We’re not afraid of the beggars,” returned the 
townsman, “ as w'e’ll show ’em by-and-by. But it’s 
no good starting before you’re ready. That fellow 
was half-drunk, and it served him right. There’s a 
big tribe at the back of these chaps, and they’re in a 
dangerous humour about that cursed Waitara block. 
That’s why the crowd wouldn’t back the white man 
u]j. He’s only a wharf-loafer, when all’s said and 
done.” 

This explained the affair in great part. Doubtless 
a mcltc would have ensued if any hot-blooded indi¬ 
viduals in the street had commenced an attack upon 
^e Maoris. An ob.stinate and by no means bloodlc.ss 
fight must have arisen. Doubtle.s.s, in the end, the 
whites would have conquered. Then the tribe would 
have murdered outlying settlers, or attacked the town. 
The military would have been engaged. The war- 
torch, once applied, might have lighted up a conflagra¬ 
tion over the whole island, necessitating an expenditure 
of blood and treasure which years of peace would have 
been insufficient to repay. All, too, occasioned by the 
ididtic folly of a worthless member of society. 

Revolving such reflections, which, with other ideas 
ii6J?i(5|psiderations, effectually excluded the image of 
Roland Massii^r betook himself to his 
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hotel, having discovered, as many a gentleman un¬ 
fortunate in his love affairs has done before him, that 
this life of ours holds sensational interests, which, il 
not sufficing to assuage the pangs of unrequited love, 
yet act as a potent anodyne. 

To such an extent did the subject of the 
diplomacy urgently required at such a juncture 
excite his interest, that he cast about for some 
means of visiting the camp of these strange people, 
and learning more about their embassy, which had 
so suddenly acquired importance in his eyes. Having 
fully decided upon making New Zealand his home, 
and becoming fired vVith ambition to aid in the 
development of this wonderland of the South, he 
had addressed himself on the voyage u'ith com¬ 
mendable diligence to the study of the Maori 
language and traditions. Thus, though properly diffi¬ 
dent as to his colloquial powers, he was in a position 
to more easily acquire a practical proficiency thaa if 
he had been without a preparatory course of study, ” 

He had finished his lunch, and was enjoying his 
smoke on the balcony, gazing over the liarboati 
of which the elevated position of the Grand Ilotpl 
offered a view which he never cea.sed to admire, 
when he recognized the sonorous voice of his marine 
friend of the morning, Captain Macdonald. 

“Yes, indeed! Ticklish situation—you may well 
say so. Jack Maori sitting on a powder barrel, filling 
cartridges and smoking his pipe. Tve often seen ’em 
—nothing to it.’’ 

“ I agree with you, Macdonald ; you and I have 
been long enough here to know how to deal with 
Maoris. The Government ought to see that the toucl^^ 

G 



82 


“IVAJ! TO THE KNIFE 


CHA?. 


beggars are not needlessly set up. I lost a dozen 
valuable blocks here in 1840 because a young fool 
of a pakeha didn’t know the difference between taihai- 
ing (stealing) and mere taking away—tiaki-ing.” 

“ Why, how was that 1 ” 

“Well, he said that Te Hira, the young chief of 
all the coast about there, was ‘ taihai-ing the goahore ’ 
—instead of tiaki-ing. He felt affronted—sulked, 
of course, and just as I fully expected to get all 
Shortland Crescent for—well, decidedly cheap—he 
shut up his mouth like a vice, and wouldn’t sell a 
yard of his land. It shows what a queer people they 
are, when a grammatical error has such far-reaching 
consequences.” 

“ Consequences ! ” echoed his companion ; “ I should 
think so. But I never heard of that adventure of 
yours.” 

“ Well, it made a difference of about five thousand 
a year to me, according to the present price of the 
land. The Government got it afterwards, and cut it 
up into town lots. What noble buildings are on 
them now! ” 

“ Look here, Lochiel,” said the sea-captain; 
“suppose we walk over to the camp and have a 
Korero. I know this chief, and we can both patter 
Maori. It might do good to explain matters, and 
none of us want to see Auckland under martial law.” 

“ It’s just a grand idea! ” said the other colonist, 
a tall distinguished-looking elderly man, whose spare 
upright figure suggested military training ; once care¬ 
less enough of danger, but now for some years declined 
to the more peaceful vocation of a merchant—one of 
the sea-roving, fearless breed of adventurers peculiar to 
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Britain, whose wide-reaching mercantile transactions 
have included the mobilizing of armies and the levy¬ 
ing of taxes; “ in whose lumber-rooms,” as in those 
of the Great Company now merged in Imperial rule, 
“are the thrones of ancient kings.” 

Here Massinger advanced, and bringing himself 
within the ken of the speakers, was at once introduced 
to “my old friend, Mr. Lochiel,” as “Mr. Massinger, 
a gentleman who had come to settle among them.” 

“Very pleased to make his acquaintance,” said 
the tall man, whose shrewd, intellectual, kindly face 
impressed him most favourably. “ If he is of my 
mind, he will have reason to congratulate himself 
on his choice of a colony. I have never regretted 
my decision, and the greater part of my life has 
been .spent here.” 

“You .seem to have a diplomatic difficulty on 
hand,” remarked Massinger, “ if I may judge from 
an experience this morning.” 

“ Oh ! you witnessed that affair in Shortland Street, 
did you ^ My friend and I were just about to walk' 
over to the Maori camp and get their notion of it. 
We’re both ‘ Pakeha Maoris ’ of long standing, and 
the chief, Te Rangitake, has heard our names before. 
Would you care to accompany us i ” 

“ There is nothing I should like better. I begin 
to wish for a more intimate acquaintance with our 
native friends, and trust to be an authority on their 
manners and customs by-and-by.” 

“It’s odds but that we may know a lot more 
about their ways before long,” said Captain Macdonald ; 
“ more than we shall like, if I don’t mistake. In the 
mean time we had better look them up at the Kiki.” 
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The newly made friends—for such they were fated 
to be in the after-time—walked on a path parallel to 
the sea, over several deep ravines crossed by temporary 
bridges, until they came to a clear space, in front of 
which a bold bluff looked out upon the harbour. 
Here a collection of huts, made of the raupo, or 
reed-rush, and the smoke of fires, denoted the 
presence of the ambassadors of the former lords of 
the soil. 

“Haere Mai! Ha^re Mai!” was the cry with 
which they were greeted, which Massinger rightly 
interpreted as a note of welcome. His companions 
replied with a phrase which appeared to be the 
correct antiphonal rejoinder. As they reached the 
camp, in which they noted a number of women and 
children, it was evident that they were favourably 
known to the hapu, or family section, of the by no 
means inconsiderable Ngatiawa tribe. 

The chief himself, an intelligent and determined- 
looking man, thus addressed them— 

“ Welcome! My welcome is to you, captain ! You 
have been a friend to the Ngatiawa as long ago as 
when Honii Heke cut down the flagstaff; and my 
welcome is to you—Herekino. When your ship was 
in Kororarika, your heart wa.s to our tribe.” 

“My salutation,” said Macdonald, “is to you, O 
Te Rangitake! My friend and I, also this Pakeha 
Rangatira, have come to you for words in this quarrel 
of Otakou in Auckland to-day. It is folly—let it 
not breed quarrels between us. It was the act of a 
nobody, a tutua. 

“The heart of Otakou is sore,” replied the chief, 
gravely. “ He was mocked by the pakeha. His 
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mana was injured. He wished for utn, but I 
told him there were matters to be considered; that 
the tribe was in rttnanga concerning the Waitara 
land—our land, the land of my people. After that 
he can take his musket in his hand. It is his own 
affair.” 

It was a folly, a child’s trick. The pakeha 
was beaten by him. He fell on the ground. His 
countrymen would not defend him. He had done 
wrong. Were they afraid of forty or fifty Maoris 
No! They knew that the pakeha had done wrong. 
They would not lift a finger for him.” 

“ It is well,” said the chief; and advancing a few 
steps, he spoke rapidly to the insulted warrior, who 
sat moodily alone. “ The Rangatira with the white 
man says the pakeha has done wrong. His people 
disown him. The matter is ended.” Here he broke 
a wand which he carried in his hand in two pieces, 
in token that the decision was complete. Upon 
which the countenance of the insulted Maori cleared 
visibly ; he arose, and walked to the other side of 
the camp. 

And now Mr. Lochiel commenced a conversation 
in Maori with the chief, which evidently was more 
important, and, as it proceeded, became deeply 
interesting. The flashing eye of the chief, his 
impetuous words, his frowning brow, and ever and 
anon the deep, resonant tones of his voice, intimated 
so much. 

Captain Macdonald translated from time to time, 
for the information of Massinger, who became anxious 
to learn more of the subject of the important confer¬ 
ence, for such it evidently was. The colonist spoke 



86 


“IVAH TO THE KNIFE 


CHAP. 


calmly, but with weight and effect, as was shown by 
the quick rejoinders and deeply moved expression of 
countenance of his interlocutor. 

“ If is about this Waitara block which the Govern¬ 
ment has bought lately,” said Captain Macdonald. 
“ He disputes the right of Teira to sell it; says that 
he will not acknowledge any sale or transfer. That 
the land belongs, in named and measured portions, to 
individuals and families in the tribe. That no single 
person has the right to dispose of it. That the whole 
tribe must unite, and through him, their chief and 
Ariki, give formal assent to the sale. That he is 
anxious to be at peace with the Governor and our 
people, but that he will shed his blood rather than 
part with this land.” 

“ But surely there must have been official corre¬ 
spondence about the sale of this important block ? ” 
said Massinger. “ Land is not handed over anywhere 
like a ton of potatoes.” 

“ To do the Government justice, there has been 
correspondence enough and to spare,” replied Mr._ 
Lochiel. “ The chief says he had a letter from the 
Colonial Secretary that Teira’s land (as alleged) vv'ould 
be bought by the Governor. That his rule was that 
each man was to have the ‘ word ’ about his own land 
—that the word of a man with no claim would not be 
listened to.” 

“ But that is the whole business, as I understand 
the matter. The chief says it is not the seller’s land, 
though he may have a separate portion.” 

“ That is what Te Rangitake wrote. ‘ Friend! 
Salutation to you! I will not agree to our bedroom 
being sold (I mean Waitara here), for this bed belongs 
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to the whole of us ! And do not you be in haste to give 
the money. If you give the money in secret, you will 
get no land. Do not suppose that this is folly on my 
part. All I have to say to you, O Governor! is that 
none of this land will be given to you— a^{?re, 
akore (never, never, never)—while I live.’ ” 

As these words rang out until they reached a shout 
of defiance, the greater part of the assembled warriors 
started to their feet, and standing round their chief and 
the three white men, looked as if but a very little 
additional e.xcitement would suffice to lead them to 
death or glory, commencing with the slaughtering of 
any chance pakehas whom they might meet. 

“ This was not by any means intended for a declara¬ 
tion of war,” Mr. Lochiel averred. “ The Maoris are 
very demonstrative in oratory, and have always been 
in the habit of using much parliamentary discussion ; 
even of giving full and official notice before war is 
actually declared.” 

But as the three Europeans wended their way back 
to the city, the countenances of the older men expressed 
grave doubt—even expectation of evil. 

“As sure as we .stand here,” said Mr. Lochiel, com¬ 
ing to a halt, and looking over the waters of the harbour, 
lying calm and peaceful in the rich tints of the setting 
sun, “ and as certainly as that sun will rise to-morrow, 
there will be trouble—war to the knife, I believe—if 
the Government persi.sts in paying that fellow Teira 
the cash and claiming the whole block.” 

“ I agree with you,” said his friend. “ How the 
Governor, who has stood firm in so many similar 
cases, should have allowed himself to be hoodwinked 
in this, passes my knowledge. These Ngatiawas will 
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refuse to quit their land ; and the moment the surveyors 
go on it, there will be the devil to pay.” 

“ But what can they do } ” queried Massinger. 
“ Will they kill the survey party ? ” 

“No! certainly not. They rarely act in a hurry. 
They will probably use merely passive resistance at 
first. But resist they will. You may take their oath 
of that.” 

“ And if that has no effect ^ ” 

“ Then they will fight in earnest. They are devils 
incarnate when their blood is up. I have seen many 
an inter-tribal raid and battle ; I don’t wish to see 
another. But there will be murder in cold blood— 
killing in hot blood, with all the devilry of savage 
warfare. The blood of the men, women, and children 
certain to be sacrificed before the campaign is over, 
will be on the heads of those whose folly and greed 
provoke the outbreak,” 

“ And is there no means of arresting this mad 
action ? ” said the younger man. “ Will not leading 
colonists take the initiative in preventing a flagrant 
injustice—this removal of landmarks which must be 
paid for in blood ? ” 

“ All depends upon whether the peace party in the 
House is strong enough to defeat the machinery of the 
land-jobbers. If not, one thing is certain. We shall 
see the beginning of a war of which it will be hard to 
predict the end—much more what may happen in the 
meantime. And now, if you and my old friend here 
will dine with me this evening, I will promise not to 
sell you any land, or otherwise take advantage of your 
presumed inexperience as a newly arrived lamb among 
us wolves of colonists.” 
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Nothing could possibly have been suggested more 
in accordance with our hero’s tastes and inclinations, 
and he congratulated himself on his prospects of gain¬ 
ing real reliable acquaintance with New Zealand 
politics. This arrangement was duly carried out, and 
the three friends walked together to Mr. Lochiel’s 
house. He had begged them to dispense with any 
change of attire, as the dusk was closing in and Mrs. 
Lochiel was absent on a visit. When they reached 
the mansion, beautifully situated on a headland over¬ 
looking the harbour, its size and appointments were 
a surpri.se to Massinger, doubtful of the class of habi¬ 
tation which they were approaching. 

“ Yes,” said the venerable pioneer, as they stood in 
the handsomely furnished drawing-room, replete with 
pictures, casts, curios—a most generous assortment of 
objcts d’art, evidently the fruits of a lengthened 
continental ramble ; “ things are much changed since 
Thornton and I bought that island you sec out under 
the line of moon-rays, from the reigning chief, more 
than thirty years ago. He and I lived there for many 
a day, chiefly upon pork, fish, potatoes, and oysters. 
How well I remember the good old chief, to whom 
we ‘belonged’ as Pakeha Maoris, and the first night 
we spent there ! ” 

“ And at that time had none of the land here been 
sold to the Government t ” asked Massinger. 

‘‘Not one solitary acre, where Auckland now 
stands—‘ nor roof, nor latched door,’ to quote the old 
song. And now, look at it.” 

Mr. Massinger did look across the suburb which 
divided the grounds of their host’s residence from the 
city of Auckland, with its thirty thousand inhabitants, 
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its churches, gardens, court-houses, public libraries, 
vice-regal mansion, and warehouses. The lights of 
the city showed an area even larger than he had at 
first supposed it to be. The ships in the well-filled 
harbour, the steamers with their variously coloured 
illuminants, completed the picture of a thriving .settle¬ 
ment, destined to perform its function notably as a 
component part of the British Empire. 

“ This is hardly progress,” he exclaimed. “ It is 
transformation ! " 



CHAPTER V 

Fully convinced that it behoved him to walk warily, 
and to consider well before he committed himself tc 
a purchase involving the investment of his capital and 
the necessity of residence in a district which might be 
exposed to the horrors of war, Massinger determined 
to consult all available friends and acquaintances, as 
well as to examine for himself. He wished to make 
sure not only of the validity of title, but of all collateral 
conditions likely to affect his occupation. Still, an 
estate of some sort he was determined to acquire. 

Pie had taken daily walks in every direction from 
his headquarters, and the more he saw of this wonderful 
country, the more favourably he was disposed to think 
of its fertilitj', salubrity, and general adaptation to 
the needs of an Anglo-Saxon race. 

“What an astonishing thing it .seems,” he told 
himself, musingly, “that these marvellous islands 
should have remained unknown, unoccupied waste.s, 
and, but for a few tribes of splendid barbarians, un¬ 
peopled, until the early years of the present century! 
Providence has marked them out for another home of 
our restless race. Another England, beneath the Cross 
of the South! An outlet, how gracious and timely, 
for the ‘ hardly entreated brother ’ who so often 
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languishes in older lands for lack of free scope for his 
energies! Such soil, such rivers, such scenery, such 
a climate! What should we think at home if tens 
of thousands of acres of land of this quality were 
offered to our farmers at peppercorn rents or nominal 
purchase-money ? ” 

Then, not intending to confine himself entirely to 
one set of advisers, he decided to look up Mr. Dudley 
Slyde. He found that gentleman in an upper chamber 
of a large building, writing letters which looked like 
despatches, with an industry in strong contrast to his 
dolce far niente attitude during the voyage. However, 
he promptly relinquished his task, and, taking a chair 
near a press marked “Native Titles,” drew forth a 
box of cigars, and, lighting one, exhorted his guest 
to do the same. 

“Writing home,” he .said apologetically; “last day 
of the mail—have to send all sorts of beastly Reports. 
Just told my directors country’s going to the devil; 
wrapped it up decently, of course. Bad business, this 
Waitara block—shockingly managed ; don’t half like 
the look of things. Heard of it, I suppose ? ” 

“ Yes, indeed. I witnessed a passage of arms also 
between one of the Maori deputation and a drunken 
white man. It appeared to me significant of the 
temper of the native population.” 

“ D-d bad temper generally. Touchy first, and 

dangerous, not to say bloodthirsty, afterwards. Queer 
people.” 

“ In some re,spects, certainly. But is there no way 
of persuading them to .sell their land > It would be 
better for* them and everybody else not to lock up 
this fertile country.” 
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“ Of course there is, if you go the right way about it. 
But can’t be done by main force. Wants brains and 
straight going. That’s what we’re short of. Governor 
right enough, if it comes to that, but been ‘ had ’ in 
this iast affair.” 

” The Waitara block } ” 

“Precisely. I see you’re getting colonized. Re¬ 
member what Bailey Junior said about Mrs. Todgers’ 
fish ? ” 

“ ‘ Don’t eat none of it ? ’ I remember. But how 
does that apply ? ” 

“Just this much. Don’t you touch an acre of that 
rich and well-watered area, if you get it for nothing. 
There'll be bloodshed over it, take my word. And 
carrying on Master Bailey’s warning, any eating done 
on the premises is more likely than not to be at the 
expense, literally and personally, of the incautious 
purchaser.” 

“ In my—I was going to say, in my opinion—but 
I refrain, being unable to form one. But perhaps I 
may go so far as to quote old colonists—that there 
is certain to be trouble if this so-called purchase is 
attempted to be carried out. At this stage could it 
not be prevented ? ” 

“ Mo.st certainly it could; but when a policy has 
been weak up to a certain point, the responsible head 
is apt to square the account by being obstinate in the 
wrong place. That’s the matter now.” 

“ And the end ? ” 

“ God only knows. If the Government persists in 
pushing through this bogus sale, against the warnings 
of Te Rangitake—who, in addition to his befog a high 
chief, and the largest holder in this said fe^pek, is a 
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deuced ugly customer—I’ll lay twenty to one that 
there’ll be the devil to pay.” 

“But the Government surely won't call out the 
troops in the face of the reports of Busby and McLean, 
and the opinion of Maning, anent native titles } ” 

“ People of ordinary sense would think so, but 
they’re ‘running amok’ just now, and what between 
the Company, the. Provincial Council, the Ministry, 
and the Governor, who has been over-persuaded or 
duped in the matter, I believe that war, and nothing 
else, will be the outcome. The Briti.sh Government 
has acquired much territory in different parts of the 
world, but this is going to be one of the biggest land- 
bills in men and money that Old England ever drew 
cheque for. That's what I’m telling my directors at 
home, and I hope they’ll like the news.” 

Here Mr. Slyde resumed his pen, and with a brief 
adieu the chance friends separated. 

-iff 

Discovering from reliable sources that nothing in 
the way of battle, murder, and sudden death was 
likely to take place for a few weeks, Mr. Massinger 
decided that he would pay a visit to those wondrous 
lakes of which he had heard and read. He had 
pictured in his mind, how often, the strange aspect 
of a country where snow-crowned mountains or active 
volcanoes looked down upon Nature’s daring colour- 
effects dashed off in her most fantastic moods ; where 
the central fires of the globe sent up their steam in 
jets, and the angry gnome, “ the mid-earth’s swarthy 
child,” still murmured audibly; where boiling fountains 
hissed and gurgled, unchilled by the wintry blast; where 
fairy terraces, lustrous in lace-like tracery, lay shining, 
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translucent, under summer moon or winter dawn; 
where the unsophisticated inhabitants of this weird and 
magical region, all ignorant of the clothes philosophy, 
revelled from morn to eve in the luxurious warmth of 
medicated baths, curative of all the ills that flesh is 
heir to. 

When he communicated his intentions as to visiting 
the far-famed land of the geyser and the fumarole to 
his friends, they all advised him to make the journey 
without delay. 

“ It is one of the wonders of the world, and by no 
means the least,” said Mr. Lochiel. “ I thank God 
that I have seen it; and though I have travelled much 
in other lands, I have never beheld .the place that 
equals that strange and grand landscape, terrible even 
in its beauty. The delicate loveliness of the pink 
and white terraces ‘beggars all description.’ I shall 
not attempt it. They alone are well worth coming 
from the other end of the world to see.” 

‘‘And I wouldn’t delay either,” said Captain 
Macdonald. “This Waitara business may bring on 
war at any time, and then no white man, except a 
missionary, is safe—hardly he, indeed.” 

“ I will start next week,” said Massinger, “ if I 
can get a horse and guide. I should never forgive 
myself if I lost the chance by delay.” 

’ “ Horses of any kind you can pick up at the bazaar 

within an hour,” said Mr. Lochiel; “ and I will send 
you a guide who could find his way to Taupo in the 
dark. It is scarcely a road to travel alone just now, 
and the forest tracks are neither easy to keep nor to 
find again when lost. The rivers, too, are of a violent 
nature, and dangerous unless you know the fords.” 
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Acting upon this information and the advice so 
freely tendered, Mr. Massinger at once bought himself 
a horse. The roads being rough—indeed, mostly in 
a state of nature, as he was informed—and a certain 
amount of wearing apparel and provisions being 
absolutely necessary, he looked less to the paces and 
appearance of the animal than to its strength and 
substance. A guide, too, was essential, as in a country 
where the primeval forest was almo.st impracticable in 
places, where the ice-cold rivers were without fords 
often, without bridges always, local knowledge was 
indispensable. He was fortunate in one re.spect, as he 
fell across a .stout half-bred grey mare at a moderate 
price. 

Something was said to him about the danger of 
travelling among the wilder tribes of the north without 
protection, or even a comrade of his own race ; to which 
he made answer that he had not come all that way 
to lead a feather-bed life. Whatever risk other men 
encountered, he felt equal to. So, with the good 
wi.shcs of all whom he had met since his landing, he 
prepared to depart. 

Mr. Slyde’s parting injunction was, “Stand up to 
these Maori beggars, and talk as if you owned the 
island. They know a gentleman when they see one, 
and they hate anything like distrust or double-dealing. 
Unless war is declared while you are away, you wiU 
be as safe as in town here ; in some respects perhaps 
safer. An revoir." 

In New Zealand at that time, and, indeed, long 
afterwards, people were so accustomed to the sight of 
file emi^ant Briton, with his thick boots, his rough 
tweeds, Crimean shirt, and brand-new valise or saddle- 
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bags, that such an apparition hardly excited more 
surprise than in the Australian colonies. There, a 
hundred years of colonization have settled the race 
in personal habitudes descriptive of every shade of 
road travel, town dwelling, ordinary wayfaring or 
desert exploration. One glance there is sufficient to 
determine, not only the station in life, but the imme¬ 
diate business or occupation of the stranger. And so 
full and continuous had been the stream of emigration 
poured into New Zealand of late years, that the 
ultra-British rig excited no more remark than that of 
the tweed-clad tourist in the Highlands. Even %c 
“ garb of old Gaul,” which the clansmen from Aberfoil 
or Glengarry not infrequently sported, as useful, 
dignified, and ornamental, only received a passing 
glance, or gave rise to a transient observation from a 
native as to the peculiar description of lunacy to which 
the pakehas were subject. 

When, therefore, Roland Massinger left Auckland 
one fine morning, riding his gallant grey, with the 
trusty double-barrel on his shoulder, a navy revolver 
in his belt, and a miscellaneous assortment of useful 
articles dispersed about himself and his charger, no 
one seemed disposed to remark unnecessarily, or to 
make jeering remarks upon his outfit. 

A day or two before starting, Massinger receive a 
fflote in a strange handwriting, which ran as Allows:— 

“ Auckland, 14, Shortland Street, 

“ Wednesday. 

“Dear Sir, 

“My old friend Dr. Lochiel has, I believe, 
recommended me to you as a guide for tfee trip to 
Rotorua and Rotomahana. 

H 
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“ I know the country well, and shall be glad to act, 
if we can arrange. I don’t say that it is too safe in 
the present state of native feeling, but that is for you 
to judge. I shall have the pleasure of calling ujxin 
you to-morrow morning. 

“Yours truly, 

“Albert Warwick. 

“R. Massinger, Esq.” 

“Why, I thought Dr. Lochiel told me that the 
guide was a half-caste,” said he to himself. “Very 
well written and expressed. Some men I know, from 
English public schools, too, could not have written 
such a note to save their lives. However, I suppose 
he got some one to write it for him.” 

He had finished his breakfast, and was digesting it 
and the contents of the New Zealand Herald, besides 
trying to reconcile conflicting statements as to the 
Native Lands Policy, when a visitor was announced. 

“Mr. Massinger, I believe,” said the stranger, 
bowing. “ My name is Warwick; I presume you 
received my note yesterday ? ” 

For one moment that gentleman’s self-possession 
almost failed him, but he recovered himself in time 
to murmur an assent and ask the stranger to take a 
chair. There was some reason for his surprise. 

He saw before him a very good-looking, well- 
j^ressed man of about his own age, turned out much 
as he had often been himself for a day’s shooting. 
A Norfolk jacket, with knickerbockers and worsted 
stockings, these last exhibiting a volume of muscular 
calf, above laced-up shooting-boots of great strength 
and thickness of sole. A wide-brimmed felt hat. and 
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a Crimean shirt, completed attire which was eminently 
appropriate and serviceable. 

“You know the people and the country, as well as 
the route to these far-famed lakes ? ” he inquired. 

“ From my boyhood,’’ answered this peqilexing 
personage, with a perfectly correct, even finished 
accent, “ I have been familiar with both. We have 
relatives in the Ngapuhi tribe, and I am always glad 
of an excuse to see some wild life among them. I 
have occasionally acted as guide to parties of tourists, 
and not so long ago to His Excellency the Governor 
and his staff.’’ 

“ And your remuneration’’ queried the tourist, 
thinking it wise to settle that important question 
off-hand. 

" Oh, say a guinea a day and expenses paid,’’ 
replied the stranger, in airy, off-hand fashion, as 
if the trifling amount was hardly worth mentioning. 
“That is my usual fee. I am fond of these expedi¬ 
tions my.self, and in pleasant company; but that one 
must live, I should be quite willing to go with you 
for nothing.’’ 

“ That, of course, is not to be thought of. But it will 
be an added pleasure to have a companion from whom 
I can gain information and share a novel experience. ” 

“ Thanks veiy much,’’ said Mr. Warwick, bowing; 
“and for the baggage, if I might advise, the least 
possible quantity that you can do with. All beyoij|jJ 
will encumber you in the sort of trail before us. I 
should like to superintend the packing.’’ 

“ Very grateful, if you will,” said Massinger, “ Per¬ 
haps you would not mind breakfasting with me to¬ 
morrow ; we could start directly afterwards.” 
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“Most happy. In that ca.se, I .shall be here at 
sunrise, which will give time to arrange the pack, 
and we need lose none of the best part of the day.” 

So much being understood, Mr. Warwick bowed 
himself out, leaving his employer in a .state of sup- 
]jre.s.sed astonishment. 

“ The land of wonders, indeed ! ” he soliloquized. 
“The people, as well as the land, .seem my.stcries and 
enigma.s. Only to look at this man is a revelation. 
What a handsome fellow he is!—no darker than a 
.Spaniard, with regular features and a splendid figure, 
lie would throw into the shade many of the curled 
darlings of the old land. One of his dc.scendants, 
having taken high honours at Christ Church Universit)-, 
is obviously the man Macaulay had in his mind when 
he created the immortal New Zealander on London 
Bridge. 1 lis accent, his manner, his whole bearing, 
(juiet, dignified, easy. Why, he has quite Engli.sh club 
form ! And where can he have got it ? At any rate, 
there will be .some one to talk to on the way, and as 
he is a master of Maori as well as Engli.sh, he will 
be invalirablc as an interpreter.” 

Preliminaries are hateful things at be.st, but after 
the usual hindrances a .start was made tolerably early 
in the day, and ere long our hero was inducted into 
the peculiarities of fore.st wayfaring, as at that time 
practi.sed in New Zealand, 

He had scorned the idea of performing any part of 
it by sea or coach, having heard that all the pioneers, 
aristocratic or otherwise, had been noted for their 
pedestrian prowess. 

So, with Warwick leading the way with the pack- 
horse, and lie himself doughtily surmounting rock or 
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log, or thrusting between brambles and climbers, he 
realized that he was at length actively engaged in 
the adventurous experiences he had come so far to seek. 

They did not always keep to the rude highways, 
or accepted tracks of ordinary travellers ; Warwick 
seemed, without bestowing thought or care upon the 
matter, to journey upon a line of his own. It invari¬ 
ably turned out to be the correct one, as it cut off 
angles and shortened the dislance.s, always striking 
points on the main trail which he had previously 
described. All the available .stopping-places on the 
road were thoroughly well known to him, and between 
the more desirable inns and accommodation house.s, 
at all of which Warwick was evidently the bicuvemt, 
and the hi.storical localities near which Ma.ssinger was 
j)rone to linger, no great progress \\as made. How¬ 
ever, time being no object, they wandered along in a 
lei.surely and satisfactory wa}-, Ma.ssinger congratu¬ 
lating himself again and again on his go(xl fortune 
in having secured such a guide anrl companion. 

At Mercer, on their third day out, Mr. Massinger 
was gladdened with his first sight of the Waikato, 
that noble river around which .so many legends have 
been woven, on whose banks so much blood has 
been shctl, on whose broad bosom the whale-boat 
has succeeded the canoe, the steamer the whale¬ 
boat. His spirits rose to enthusiasm as they traversed 
the country between the river and the lakes of Waikare 
and Rangarui. While at Taupiri, he marked the 
groves—actual groves, as he exclaimed—of jicacli 
and cherry trees planted by the missionaries in past 
days. Then leaving the river, they entered on the great 
Waikato plain. 
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“All tlii.s is very pleasant,’’ he .said one morning; 
“ though, but for the absence of red-tiled farmhou.ses 
and smock-wearing yokels, I might as well be back 
in Herefordshire. What I am dying to see, is a 
decent-sized village— kainga, don’t you call it ^— 
where I may .sec the noble Maori with his vicrc-mcre, 
his pah, and his whare-puni, in all his pristine glory 
unsullied by pakcha companionship.” 

“ I think I can manage that for you.” replied 
Warwick, with an amu.sed smile, “between here and 
Oxford.” 

“ What, more England ? ” .said Ma.ssinger. “ Why 
not Clapham and Paddington at once ? ” 

“ Well, you must bear with Lichfield,” continued 
Warwick. “We can turn off there and make for 
Taupo. llefore we get there, I can ])romi.se you one 
real Maori .settlement, as well as another rather more 
important, at Taupo on the lake.” 

“ And a chief ” ciueried the wayfarer. “ I must 
have chiefs. A real Rangatira." 

“ I believe Waka Nene, warrior, high chief, and 
ally of England, is on a visit at the first one we come 
to,” said the guide, “and he should satisfy your ta.ste 
for Maori life.” 

Their jjathway was nariow, chiefly bordered by 
high ferns, various kinds of low-growing bushes, and 
when the forc.st was reached, occasionally blocked 
by fallen timber, which necessitated a considerable 
detour, not always accomplished without difficulty, 
and obstacles which seemed to multiply the fatigues 
of the journey. Still, the wondrous beauty of the 
primeval forest had fully repaid him for all difficul¬ 
ties which nature placed in their way. Hundreds 
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of feet overhead, almost hiding the rays of the 
autumnal sun, and causing Massinger to throw back 
his head to gaze at their lofty coronets of foliage, 
rose the royal ranks of the Kauri, the Totara, the 
Rimu, and the Kahi-kalea. Unlike the less o’er- 
shadowed forests in Australia described in his pre- 
migratory course of reading, there was but little 
herbage to be seen between the giants of that un¬ 
conquered woodland. Ferns, trailers, thorn bushes, 
often breast-high, more or less aggressive, climbers 
and parasites, filled up all space beneath the columnar 
trunks which stretched so far and wide. 

It could easily be imagined how great an advan¬ 
tage the native warrior, but little encumbered with 
clothes, and active as the panther, had over the 
heavily armed, heavily clothed soldier of the regular 
forces. A fair, though not accurate shot at short 
range, practically almo.st invisible, the native is 
trained to take advantage of every description of 
covert. What chance, then, Massinger thought, would 
British regulars have against the guerilla tactics of 
this stubborn, fearless, yet crafty race 

As hajjpened to many a gallant Briti.sh soldier in 
the American revolutionaiy war, it might be a brave 
man’s lot to be shot by a boy of fourteen, safely be¬ 
stowed behind a fallen tree, or protected by a thicket 
whence he could empty his rifle at the fully exposed 
ranks of the pakeha. Though active, and fond of 
strong exercise of all kinds, Massinger was by no 
means sorry when his guide halted by the side of 
a gurgling stream, and intimated that they would 
here halt for refreshment. Rows of that magnificent 
fern, Dicksonia, fully thirty feet in height, towered 
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over the banks of the rushing streamlet; a level 
patch of verdure near the bank provided a tempting 
lounge, as well as a table on which to arrange their 
humble meal. There reclining, the wayfarer from 
a far land reflected approvingly on the first stages 
of a journey which already promised a world of novel 
and mysterious experiences. And now a new experi¬ 
ence awaited him. 

Rested and refreshed, they moved on till towards 
evening, when Warwick, after following the path 
which led tcj the brow' of a steep hill, stopped and 
invited his comjxanion to look around. Far in the 
di.stance loomed the curved shoulder of a snow- 
crow'iied mountain. I'he ocean again rose to view'. 
A winding river threaded the fields and ])asture,s 
of a broad meadow. Tiny columns of smoke as- 
cenrled from a collection of reed-constructed cabins. 
y\nd with a di.stinct relaxation of feature, the guide 
j)ronounced the word Kains^a —“ Here is our stage for 
the night." 

It was. indeed, a native village, or more strictly 
.speaking, a ‘‘ tow'nship." I’or there were, besides a 
considerable ])opulation, di.stinctive and repre.senta- 
live features which in ancient Britain w'ould have 
entitled it to the appellation of a castruiu —w'itne.ss 
Doncaster, Colchester, Winche.ster, and the like. 

Above the alluvial flat, on the scarped and 
terraced hill, rose the palt, or fortre.ss proper— 
now in good working, that is, warlike order. 

“Why, it's a castle! " c.xclairned Ma.ssingcr. “I 
had no idea that the natives did things in this .style. 
I doul)t w'hether the ancient Britons had one like this 
to check the Roman advance. Certainly they had 
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no rifle-pits. Fancy climbing up these precipices 
to find a double line of desperate warriors at the 
top ! ” 

“All the same, it \va.s taken once, after a fairly 
long siege ; and a fine, bloodthirsty affair it was, by 
all accounts,” said Warwick. “ Ikit the garrison had 
been weakened.” 

“ In what way t ” 

“ The water gave out; food was short also. That 
they could have borne, but they had nothing to drink- 
fin' days before they gave in.” 

“ I'his great fortress, for such it was ” (wrote an 
eye-witne.ss), “ was constructetl by this singular peoiilc 
with due attention to the canons of .strategic foi'tifi- 
cation. It stood on a peak tw'o thousand feet high, on 
the .summit of a tortuous forest range, girt on each 
side by precipitous gorges and ruggeii intervening 
eminences. 

“ Triple lines of palisading guarded the front, while 
the crest of the lidge was narrowed in wedge-like 
form to the rear of the pah. The outer parapet, 
seven feet high, e.xtended on each side to the edge 
of the range, but was formed with angles near its 
junction with the cliff, in order to cover completely 
;in attacking party. The inner parai)et, more than 
twelve feet high, was guarded by .sandbag loopholes 
to enable the garrison to fire in safety. Covered 
waj's, from para])et to jrarapet, and ])it tej pit, jrro- 
tected the garrison in their movements.” 

This was one of the sights which he had “ come 
out into the wilderness for to see ”—.specially and in 
spite of its being a tolerably large and important 
hapn, or .section of the great Ngatiawa tribe, with 
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whom^ relations were certainly strained. His adven 
turous soul was stirred within him, as he marked the 
position of the w/iare-puni, or council-hall, imposing 
in size and ornamentation, elaborate though rude ; 
the clustering wharcs or wigwams, each containing 
the family unit complete ; with men, women, and 
children, dogs and ponies, straying about in care¬ 
less intermixture ; the warriors of the tribe holding 
aloof in haughty independence, the “grave and reverend 
seigneurs ” sitting in a circle, indulging in converse— 
doubtless as to matters of state. It became increas¬ 
ingly apparent to his mind that the affairs of such a 
race deserved all the consideration which the most ex¬ 
perienced, just, and intelligent legislators could bestow. 

As they approached, the .stranger could observe that 
a certain degree of excitement had already com¬ 
menced to make itself visible. The men who had 
been sitting arose, and those who were already stand¬ 
ing, relinquished their attitudes of dignified ease for 
those of watchful attention, not unmingled with sus¬ 
picion. The women left their work or play (for 
among the younger ones several games of skill or 
address were evidently in progrcs.s) and joined the 
expectant crowd. 

Male and female, young and old, there could hardly 
have been less than three hundred people gathered 
together on the comparatively small plateau. From 
their point of view it had exceptional advantages, and 
had doubtless been selected with foresight and judg¬ 
ment. Overlooking the river, winding through a 
fertile meadow, which showed by its careful and 
intense cultivation how the principal food-supply of 
the tribe was furni.shed, it was protected by the almost 
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perpendicular river-bank, of great height, from sudden 
assault. An undulating stretch of open or timbered 
country filled in the foreground, while in the dim dis¬ 
tance rose the giant form of Tongariro, cloud-capped, 
menacing, in dread majesty and sublimity, and but 
a few miles to the eastward, calm in the fading light, 
lay the placid waters of a lake. Strangely beautiful 
as was the whole landscape, wanting no clement 
which in other lands excites wonder or arouses 
admiration, there was yet a feeling of undefined doubt, 
amounting to suspicion of evil, as his eye roved over 
the unfamiliar scene. This was confirmed, even deep¬ 
ened, as a geyser between them and the lake suddenly 
.shot to a height of fifty or sixty feet in the air, while a 
hitherto unsuspected fumarole sent its smoke-columns 
towards the firmament. Yet not a head was turned, 
not a movement made by the group, “ native and to 
the manner born.” Geysers and fumaroles w ere part 
of their daily life, it would appear. 

“ There may be differences of opinion as to the 
advantages of their proximity,” thought the white 
stranger, as he .scanned the grand and majestic 
features of the wide landscape before him, " but none 
can deny their sublimity.” He could scarce refrain 
from exclaiming aloud— 

“ L.ivc.s there the man with soul so dead, 

Who never to himself hath said,” etc. 

If he had carried out the unspoken thought he would 
have raised him.self in the estimation of his newly 
found acquaintances, as no nation has had a higher 
appreciation of elocutionary effort ; and a free trans¬ 
lation by his guide would have doubtless confirmed 
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the gntmte cordiale. As it was, however, the few 
sentences uttered by his companion, in which, among 
others, he recognized the words Pakeha, Rangatira, 
and Mata Kawana, were sufficiently satisfactory. This 
was, of course, after the formal greeting of “ Haere 
mai ! ” had been pronounced by the elders and principal 
pensonages of the assembly, as well as by all the 
women, and the rank and file. 

A venerable and imposing-looking personage, 
apparently of great age, approached to greet the 
.strangers, and, after exchanging a few sentences of 
an interrogatory nature, pointed the way to an un¬ 
occupied -wliarc of larger dimensions than the 
others. In this, Mr. Massinger was told, through the 
interpreter, to place his possessions, and to consider 
himself at home for the present. An adjoining tene¬ 
ment was indicated, in a less formal way, as provided 
for his companion, the difference of their po.sition.s 
being accurately understood. Indeed, the sociali.sts 
of the day would be rather scandalized at the gulf 
which separates the Maori aristocrat, or rangatira, 
from the “ common people ” (if one may use such an 
expression) of the tribe. 

The rangatira was, indeed, a personage of no 
ordinary distinction. Served from his childhood by 
his “ inferiors,” in the most true and literal sense of 
the word ; waited upon with deference, mingled with 
apprehension, by the women, the slaves and the rank 
and file of the tribal section, or hapu, to which he 
was born, no wonder that he grew up with the tradi¬ 
tional qualities imputed to the medireval aristocrat. 

He was the robber-baron of the Rhine; he 
was the untrammelled seigneur of the time of Louis 
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Quatorze; he was the piratical Viking of the Norse 
legends. 

He raided his weaker neighbours; he descended 
upon defenceless coast settlements; he organized 
carefully thought-out plans of invasion, alliance, or 
reprisal. He was comprehensively merciless in war, 
slaying and enslaving at will. But he possessed, by 
the strongest contemporary evidence, the corresponding 
virtues. He was brave to recklessness, chivalrous to 
a degree unknown in modern warfare, sending notice 
of attack, in ordinary cases, before the commencement 
of hostilities ; and, in well-authenticated instances, even 
forwarding ammunition to the enemy who had run 
short of powder, invariably choosing death before dis¬ 
honour. And he was religious after his own fashion, 
recognizing superior as well as inferior deities and 
supernatural personages, whom it w’as important to 
honour and conciliate. He was at all times ready to 
die for his principles, or in vindication of his dignity 
and hereditary position. 

Roland Massinger, when he found himself in full 
possession of the w/iare, which had been floored with 
clean fern, and even adorned with several bunches of 
the beautiful crimson rata and pohutukana blossoms, 
began to revolve the strange chain of circumstances 
which had led to his finding himself the honoured 
guest of this sub-section of a more or less ferocious 
tribe. Nothing imaginable could be more romantic ; 
at the same time, the situation was, at the best, only 
comparatively satisfactory. The smouldering blood- 
feud between the races, already dangerously fanned 
by the mistaken action already referred to, might 
blaze up at any moment. Then, the war-spirit once 
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aroused, and the boding scream of the Hokioi thrilling 
all hearts, the position of an isolated European would 
be doubtful, if not desperate. 

Of the risks and chances thus involved, however, 
our adventurer made but little account. He had not 
come so far to abstain from exploration of this 
wonderful country. It was not worse than Africa, 
whence many an Englishman had returned rich and 
distinguished. Whatever happened, he was embarked 
in the enterprise ; would go through with it at all 
hazards. 

With the addition of a small contribution from his 
store of provisions to the htuiera, pork and potatoes, 
together with a great dish of peppis, or cockles, 
supplied in clean flat baskets, he made a satisfactory 
meal, concluding, of course, with a pannikin of tea. 
He had arranged his rug and blankets at one side of 
his rude chamber, and, being rea.sonably tired with 
the day’s journey, looked foru^ard to a night’s rest of 
a superior description. 

He walked a few steps from the door, and, lighting 
his pipe, gazed upon the scene before him. The moon, 
nearly full, lighted up the river, the meadow, the distant 
mountain, the dark-hued forest. No civilized habitation 
was visible. No sound broke the .stillness of the night, 
save the murmuring voices of the dwellers in this 
strange .settlement of primitive humanity. Habitudes 
common to all societies, rude or civilized, were not 
wanting. Women talked and laughed, children 
prattled or lamented, as the case might be. There 
was the narrator of events, the wandering minstrel, 
the troubadour or “jongleur” of this later Arcadia, 
with his circle of interested listeners. The boys and 
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girls played at games, or walked in friendly converse, 
much as those of their age do in all countries. The 
men were grave or gay, earnest or indifferent, as else¬ 
where. Occasionally he caught the word pakeha 
strongly accented, from which he gathered that his 
appearance and movements had aroused curiosity, 
perhaps suspicion. 

After a while he observed a small party or group 
of mixed sexes, which, breaking up, moved in the 
direction of his abode. As they came closer, he 
observed the guide walking among them. Coming to 
the front, as he advanced to meet them, he inquired 
of him what it meant. 

“ They want you to go to-morrow and sec the 
famous lakes and terraces. I told them you were in 
a hurry, and must go back to the Governor at Auck¬ 
land.” Upon this, the leaders of the })arty, among 
whom were several young girls, raised a cry of dissent, 
making angry gestures and sportively threatening the 
guide, while they pointed towards the east, intimating 
that the proposed expedition was kapai (“ very good ”). 

By the time the explanation had reached that stage, 
Roland found himself encircled by these dusky 
maidens, who, with flashing eyes, animated gestures, 
and caressing tones, sought to make the pakeha 
rangatira understand that the arrangement would be 
much to his advantage. 

The guide .spoke to them in the native tongue, 
extolling the importance and wealth of his patron, 
and rather deprecating the expedition, as inconsistent 
with the responsible duties which were his peculiar 
province. However, such was the persistency witl} 
which they urged their argument, that, after asking 
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for a literal translation of the several inducements 
held out, Roland pretended to waver. 

“ I low lon^ will it take,” he inquired of his guide, 
'■ to go and return 1" 

" Not more than two or three weeks,” he returned 
answer. 

“And arc the natives much the .same as these 

“No great difference, e.xccjA that they are more 
e.Kpert in getting money out of travellers.” 

“Will any of these young people go with us.?” 

“Oh yes, if )'ou ask them, and give them a small 
keepsake, or something in the way of pa)-, for their 
.services." 

“Then, I think I will-' 

How the pakeha was about to end this speech 
may never be accurately known, for at that moment 
a loud cry of “ hrena, Ereua ! ” arose from the rear, 
and a girl, differing in several imj)ortant respects from 
the young women around him, moved quietly through 
the crowd and stood among the foriunost .speakers. 

Roland at once recognized in the new-comer a 
personality altogether different fiom any \vhich he 
liad previously encounterctl in New Zealand. It was 
not alone that she was fairer tlum her dusky sisters ; 
such coinplc-xions had he seen before, due to the 
intermixture of the races, by no means uncommon in 
the coast towns. M;m}' of the young people of that 
blood were distinctly handsome in face and striking 
in figure. Rut there was something regal and .statu¬ 
esque in the bearing of this damsel which he had 
scarcely realized as of possibility in a Maori tribe. 

1 ler drc.ss consisted of a more ornate and elaborate 
upper garment than the ordinary fla.x my^t, or pnriri. 
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worn* by the other women of the tribe. Later on, 
Massinger learned to know it as a kaitaka, or sha\\’l, 
made of the finest flax-, laboriously prepared, till it 
almost resembled silk in texture and appearance ; a 
portion of it was dyed black, and worked in small 
diamond-shaped patterns, surmounted by long white 
fringes. 

It might almost have been woven in a loom, such 
was the precision w'ith which the fine twisted flax 
threads crossed each other at intervals. The making 
of such a garment, chiefly worn by women of rank or 
distinction, required both skill and patience; a whole 
winter was not considered an unrca.sonable time to 
devote to its manufacture. Gracefully dra])ed over 
one rounded .shoulder, it fell in folds over a striped 
woollen undergarment reaching below the knees, per¬ 
mitting the free, graceful, and unstudied movements 
.so characteristic of the untrammelled races of the 
earth. 

As this girl walked slowly forward, the Lnglishman 
thought she might have stood for a .sculptor’s model 
of a woodland nymph, as yet unconscious of the 
admiring glances of Phnebus A]wllo. 

“ Who is this young woman t ” .said Roland to the 
guide. “ What is her name, and how does she come 
to be with the natives } " 

“ Her name is I'.rena Mannering,” said he. “ She 
belongs to the tribe, though she is a half-caste. Her 
father was a sea-captain, and her mother a chief's 
daughter. I have told her about you, and she wishes 
to .speak.” 

“But I cannot talk Maori. You will have to 
interpret what she .says and what I say.” 

I 
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The guide .smiled. “She can speak English as 
well as we can. She was educated at a college in 
Wanganui, endowed for the teaching of Maoris and 
half-castes.” 

Thus emboldened, Roland advanced, and begged 
to be favoured with her advice as to his making the 
journey to Rotomahana. 

“ I hear,” he said, “ that there are difficulties in 
the way. My good friend Warwick thinks that if the 
country is not in a disturbed state now, it soon may 
be, in which case there might be risks. They tell me, 
however, that it is a charming place, and well worth 
a trial.” 

“ It is the most beautiful place I ever saw or 
dreamed of,” answered the .strange maiden, in a low 
rich voice, and with perfect intonation. “For the 
danger, I cannot speak. There may be, if war breaks 
out; but Maoris do not kill white .strangers ui^ss they 
have a motive. Do you care very much to go > ” 

The expedition was now, in Roland’s chivalrous 
mind, rapidly assuming the form of an adventure. 
War, danger, and a M/e sanvage! lie thought of 
“The Burial of Atala” which lie had .seen in the 
gallery of the Louvre, and answered with decision— 

“Always with your permission, I have made up 
my mind to see Rotomahana or die.” 

The girl .smiled, as she looked fixedly at the white 
stranger with half-compassionate eyes. 

“You are like all your countrymen. Only say 
there is a chance of being killed, and you cannot stop 
them. I will speak to the chief. He may write you 
a pass, and then none can harm you.” 

Whereupon she glided forward, and, threading 
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the group, stood before the chief, with whom she 
conversed earnestly for some minutes, after which she 
reappeared. 

“ The chief says that you must go at your own 
peril. There might be danger if war is declared. But 
he does not think you will be interfered with. He 
will send people with you.” 

“Wonders will never cease,” thought Roland. 
“ Fancy this maje.stic chief writing a note, ‘ Plca.se 
don’t eat the bearer till I come,’ or something to that 
effect! ” But he only said that he was astonislied at 
his kindness, and would gratefully accept his written 
passport. 

" I dare say you arc surprised at a Maori chief 
writing at all; but Waka None is a baptized Christian. 
He vas converted by one of the early mis.sionaries, 
and taught to read and write, lie has been a firm 
friend ^ the English ever since. He fought for them 
in llorfi^ llekc’s war, and will fight for them in this 
one, if your people are foolish enough to bring it on.” 

“ My eyes arc being oj^ened ; by-and-by I shall 
be enlightened as to Maori matters. At present I 
know little. But my friends in England will never 
believe me if I tell them of a Maori chief writing 
notes, and a Maori young lady talking e.xcellent 
Engli.sh.” 

“I am not a young lady—I am only a half-ca.stc 
Maori girl; but I can help your people now and then. 
Is there anything else that I can do for you ? ” 

“There is one thing more which would add .so 
much to my plea.sure in this journey,” said Roland, 
emboldened by the strange, unreal aspect of all things 
—the flowing river, murmuring in the .stillness of the 
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nijjht; the savage peoi)le in groups, lying or standing 
around ; the dramatic scene with this half-wild maiden, 
with flashing eyes and mobile face, a figure like the 
huntress Diana, and a rich low-toned voice that was 
like the murmur of a love-song. “There is one 
thing which would make the journey perfect.” 

“ What is that 'i ” asked the damsel, looking him 
full in the face with the clear unabashed eyes of 
youth and innocence. 

“ That you would accompany us.” 

He felt, as he uttered the word.s, that he had 
pre.sumcd too far on such a slight acquaintance, and 
that she might re.sent the proi)osal. 

Much to his relief, however, she smiled like a 
pleased child, and looking at him with much earnest¬ 
ness, said— 

“Would you really like me to go V 

“ Like you to go! Why, I should be charmed. 
Think of the advantage to me of a companion familiar 
with all the points of the landsca]rc, as well as cverj’ 
legend and historic locality. But it is too great a 
favour to ask." 

The girl’s eyes glowed, as with animated counte¬ 
nance Roland proceeded to detail the amazing benefits 
of this arrangement. But, true to her sex, .she appeared 
to hesitate, and finally .said she must consult the chief; 
if he offered no objection, they would start early on 
the following morning. 

Nothing could be more promising or more in 
accordance with Roland’s feelings. His guide, who 
had contented himself with putting in a word or two 
now and then, had a short conversation in Maori with 
the new-found godde.ss. Then bidding him good-night. 



V 


IVAR TO THE KNIFE 


117 


she passed on with swift steps towards the group of 
elders, where the chief still stood. There she apparently 
entered upon the affair of the expedition, for question 
and answer were quickly interchanged, and the earnest 
tones of the speakers—several of the surrounding 
elders having joined in—show ed that the question w'as 
being fully debated. Lastly, at a few’ .sentences uttered 
by the youngest man of the party, she laughingly 
shook her hand threateningly at him, and ran lightly 
back to the part of the knii/^^d from which she had 
first emerged. 

“ It is all right, ” said Warwick ; “ the chief has 
consented. Ercn.i will go with us to-morrow'. .She 
is better than tiny man on a journey, and knows 
eveiy step of the way. We had better make an early 
start.” 

This Mr. iMassingcr had every inclination to tlo ; 
so, after smoking a couple of pipes in front of their 
temporary castle, producing tobacco, and distributing 
larges.se of the same in free fashion, which conduced 
to his instant popularity, he lay down in his ivharc 
enveloped in rugs and coverings, where the rippling 
river lulled him into sleep .so sound that the chatter 
of the village gossips, and even the baying of the 
dogs, which occasionally broke into chorus, had no 
pou'er to di.sturb it. 



CHAPTER VI 

The dawn light awoke Massinger, who, since his 
arrival in New Zealand, had cultivated the virtuous 
habit of early rising, considering it to be one of the 
necessary attributes of a hardy colonist. Like others 
who have been educated by circumstances to the 
practice, he found so many advantages accruing from 
it, that he resolved to continue it. Hence, though a 
sufficient sleeper in the early watches of the night, he 
began to be automatically awakened at daybreak. 

A glance around revealed the unfamiliar circum- 
.stances of his environment. Of the various groups 
which had constituted the village community on the 
previous night, by far the greater number were silent, 
or slumbering in the ivluii'es. An occasional figure 
raising itself from the recumbent position showed that 
he was not the only wakeful one in the kainga. 
Half-forgotten tales of Indian warfare, recurred to 
his memory, where the hero, desiring to escape from 
captivity, looks upon much the same scene as that 
which lay before him. He could not but feel that he 
and Warwick were entirely at the mercy of the 
warriors who composed the greater part of the hapu 
there assembled. The turn of a straw, in the electrical 
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condition of the political atmosphcJr&^tnight. I^ad to 
bloodshed, involving a declaration 'first 

•jT • , •* 

reverse would doubtless throw the ;j6a!ori people into 
such a state of wrath and exasperation,* that, even 
against the policy of their chiefs, irresponsible members 
of the tribe might be tempted to sacrifice isolated 
parties of the invading race. 

The prospect of a journey by unknown paths through 
a trackless wilderness, with however fair a goal, did 
not look so alluring as when as.sociated over-night with 
the witchery of lirena Mannering’s eyes and wonder¬ 
fully expre.ssive countenance, which hardly needed the 
translation of her thoughts into words. 

However, the die was cast. He had given his 
sanction to the affair; and Roland Massinger was 
not the man under such circumstances to go back an 
inch from his word. Before dressing for the day, he 
took advantage of the proximity of the river for a 
bath, a 2 Jreliminary .step which, when circum.stances 
licrmittcd, he never omitted. While descending the 
slope which led to the river bank, he was joined by 
Warwick, who came leaping along the .steeji descent 
like a mountain deer. Arrayed in a jjyjama suit 
only, w'hich indicated the .symmetry of his magnificent 
figure, his emirloyer could not avoid admiration at his 
grand and striking presence. Taller by several inches 
than himself, his muscular development was exccjition- 
ally fine, while his activity, as evidenced by the con¬ 
stancy of his jrace, and the ease with w'hich he mounted 
and descended the most irrccijiitous hills, clearing the 
smaller running streams with hardly an aiJjrarent 
effort, w'as truly abnormal. 

A sure and deadly shot, he made excellent practice 
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with the navy revolver which he carried in his belt. 
So that, in addition to his general knowledge of the 
people and the country, Massinger rightly judged that 
he might have searched far before finding so perfect 
a pathfinder ; at the same time, a comrade of courage 
and resource, on whom he might rely in the hour 
of need. 

By the time they had fully refreshed themselves 
in the rushing tide of the Huka, they discovered that 
a considerable body of spectators had gathered on 
the higher terrace which commanded the spot which 
they had chosen for their ablutions. As they passed 
through the crowd now collected between them and 
their ivlun-cs, from time to time such words were heard 
as, 'H\apai tc Pakcha, kapai !" " Kapai te Rangatira !" 
but all was in the nature of compliment to the 
travellers, and more particularly the pakeha, or white 
stranger. Warwick they ai^peared to regard as akin 
to them, and therefore not possessing the charm of 
mystery. Food was then brought, more than sufficient 
in quantity, and by no means to be despised by men 
whose appetite had been sharpened by a toilsome 
day's journey and the eager air of this antarctic 
wildernes.s. 

The traveller had bread, and even butter, in his 
packs. With these aids, and, ol course, quai t-])ot tea, 
the repast, if wanting in delicacy, was yet ample and 
.satisfactory. After its completion, and the lighting 
of the after-breakfast pipe, he felt fully equal to the 
inauguration of the e.Kpedition, and awaited .somewhat 
impatiently the appearance of the tutelar divinity. 

“ How about the maiden fair 1 Do you think she 
has changed her mind, Warwick ” 
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" Another woman might, but not Erena,” said the 
guide, with an air of conviction. “ Before long .she 
will come round the corner of that hill. I dare say 
she’ll have some of her people with her. She's 
an aristocrat in her way.” 

“ I should think .she was,” .said the other, with an 
air of entire conviction. “ She .should be a mo.st 
interesting .study. Are there many more of the 
intellectual daughter of the soil sort, in these woods 
and forests She is like Ro,salind in the fore.st of 
Arden, but there docs not ajijiear to be an Orlando 
so far. I shall be an.xious to .see the other damsels.” 

“There will be two, if not three,-with her to-day. 
One of her male cousins is a fellow whose company 
I'd rather not have now, or at any time; said to be 
an admirer of hers, w hich makes him more objection¬ 
able still. Here they come, however, with Erena 
marching ahead like a queen! Three girls, and a 
>’oung fellow who’s been educated at sea, with this 
sulky brute Ngarara—confound him very particularly! 
—bringing'up the rear.” 

As Warwick had foretold, the little party came 
round the corner of the mount and made straight for 
the centre of the village. By this time the grey 
mare had been brought uj) and saddled. Upon her 
the various packs were placed, to the great interest 
and e.xcitcment of the youth of the community, who 
gathered round and commented freely upon the 
personnel and otherwise of the expedition. Discover¬ 
ing by experience that, with some additions, the mare 
was sufficiently weighted, and that riding in such a 
country was more trouble than it was worth, her 
owmer elected to travel on foot, like the rest of the 
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party. Thi.s would leave liim more at liberty to 
examine the botanical and geological features of the 
strange region upon which they were entering. The 
po.sition, too, would be more dignified than riding at 
a foot pace, pushing his way through entangling 
thickets. Besides all this, he would, in right of his 
position as head and paymaster of the expedition, be 
entitled to take his place alongside of the most 
intere.sting personage. Thus, in the daily march, he 
would enjoy the original converse of an unspoiled 
daughter of Eve, fresh from Nature’s bosom, un¬ 
hackneyed by the artifices and conventional deceits 
of the children of the world. 

He walked forward and greeted the forest maiden, 
who smiled frankly and held out her hand, which he 
took with becoming euiprcsscmeut. In one compre¬ 
hensive glance at her, before he relincjuished it, he 
noted the details of her drc.ss and equipment. Her 
figure, statuesque in every curve and line as the 
Venus of Milo, was scarcely concealed by the robe 
which, throvN'n across the chest and upper arm, 
revealed in jmrt the outline of her classic bust, while 
affording full play to every motion of the arms and 
hands. A species of kirtle, coming below the knee, 
left her lower limbs free ^ind unconfined. Her feet 
were bare, the smallness of which, as well as the 
delicate moulding of the limbs, betrayed Tier British 
ancestry. 

Perfectly attired for travel through the steep 
ascents, the treacherous morasses and dense wood¬ 
land of her native land, as with .sparkling eyes and 
gladsome expression she walked forth at the head of 
the little party, Massinger thought he had never 
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before seen a more perfect jjrcsentment of the 
nymph of the legends of Hellas. 

“ We must say good-bye to the chief,” she said ; 
“ it is tika —due and jjropcr respect. Besides, if we 
leave without the paj)er he promised me we may 
have trouble.” 

They accordingly marched uj) to the chief's abode, 
upon which the venerable warrior walked forward to 
meet them. He s])oke a few words to Warvx ick, who 
replied in his own tongue. 

“ Is the pakeha’s heart strong to journey to the 
hot lakes and the burning earth, and docs he not 
fear the warriors of Te Heu Heu who will be in his 
})ath ? " 

“The pakeha is a ioa,’’ replied the guide. “He 
fears no man. With his tuparra he can shoot men 
as far as he can .see them, and he has a pocket-gun, 
which carries six men’s lives, in his belt. So have I.” 

"No doubt the ])akcha will fight,” said the chief, 
" but bullets come from the bush sometimes. The 
hearts of my j^eople are not sore, and I pray that 
peace may be kept. Here is the paper which I 
l)romi.sed to the white rangatira. It will show Te 
Heu Heu and his people that he is not a man to be 
treated like a runaw'ay sailor; and if they have 
doubts, I'irena must speak to them. Her voice is 
like the flute of Tutekaue, and they cannot but 
listen.” 

So the expedition departed on its way, Roland 
and Erena walking ahead. One of the younger 
Maoris, at a word from Warwick, took the bridle of 
the grey, and followed in the rear; while the others 
of the party, including the surly Ngarara, who regarded 
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Roland with a fixed and sinister gaze, took up the 
trail and plunged into the forest. 

Their path led for some miles along the course of 
a narrow but .swift and deep rivulet, until at length 
it became necessary to cross it at a gravelly ford. 
Then he saw the advantage which Erena possessed 
in being without shoes and stockings. She calmly 
waded in without damage to her attire, and tripped 
up the opposite bank. While Massinger was specu¬ 
lating as to wliether he should Unlace his boots, and 
so save the necessity of going in wet ones for the 
remainder of the day, Warwick made a sign to one 
of the men, who without further ado “ made a back,” 
as in schoolboy diiys, taking him up thereon and 
across the stream, as if he had been one in good 
earnest. This feat accomplished, the party pro¬ 
ceeded as before, through the primeval forest. It 
began now to be apparent that the difficulties of 
the way were likely to increase rather than to 
diminish. 

The flax swamps appeared to become deeper and 
more treacherous, the hills to be higher, the path 
less ca.sy to distinguish, the thickets more dense, 
and the thorn bushes more clinging and obstructive. 
Through all these obstacles and hindrances the Maori 
maiden seemed to glide like a disembodied .spirit, 
keeping up a ])ace the while which taxed Massinger’s 
powers more shrewdly than he would have believed 
]jos.sible. lie was a good pedestrian, proud of his 
speed and stamina, but he had to confess to himself 
that this damsel and her attendants made the pace 
considerably better than he would have believed 
possible through such a country. Uphill or down 
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made no difference, apparently, to them. Warwick 
marched in the rear, and kept an eye on the man 
who was leading the packhorse, any accident to 
which, in flood or marsh, would have made a serious 
difference in the comfort of the party. 

Massinger was not, therefore, displeased when, after 
scaling a higher hill than they had as yet encountered, 
Erena pointed to a wide expanse of champaign—more 
extensive, indeed, than he was beginning to think he 
was likely to see again—and said— 

“Here we .stop for an hour. I dare say you will 
like a rest." 

He did not care to acknowledge that he had been 
nearly outjxaced by this young woman and her wild- 
w'ood friends, but looking at her before he answered, 
he noticed a mirthful twinkle in her dark e\'es, which 
convinced him that she comprehended fully the 
humour of the situation. 

“ I am afraid you have been trying whether this 
pakeha can walk," he said, as she smiled archly. “ Your 
country is not ea.sy, and I am scarcely in training. Hut 
in a few days I will match myself against any of your 
people to run, jump, or walk for a wager." 

"You must not do that with thc.sc natives," said 
.she, gravely. “You would lose your niana, as we 
say, if you, a rangaiira of the ])akchas, engaged in 
contests of sport w ith the common pcojdc. However, 
some day )’OU may have a chance of trying your sjjeed 
again.st them. Warwick will tell you the same thing." 

“ Between your instructions and his, I shall .soon 
know everything that is necessary fjr my good.” 

" Oh ! he is very clever, and a toa as well—that 
i.s, a known athlete or warrior. There has been no 
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fighting since Heki’.s war in 1845, or he would have 
distinguished himself ih that way, I feel sure.” 

“ And now, tell me, do you think there is any 
danger of war breaking out, as some people think ^ ” 

“ There K’iU be war,” replied the girl, fixing her 
eyes upon him with a sad and boding expression, ‘‘ if 
the Governor takes the Waitara block by force. The 
chief thinks .so too. He has remonstrated against it, 
though he will fight for your Queen to the death, and 
lead his tribe, the great tribe of the Ngapuhi, against 
her enemies.” 

“ It is a pity it cannot be avoided ; but, after all, 
there are worse things than war.” 

“ If there are, 1 do not know them," said this 
Kgeria of the South. " I have not seen a Maori w'ar, 
but if you had heard the things I hav'e heard yon 
would never speak lightly of one of the most awful 
things in the world.” 

“ Then I hope there will nof be war," said Massinget, 
with a smile. “ Personall)', I suppose the sooner I get 
over to Rotorua and back to Auckland the better it 
will be. But whatever happens, I shall alway'- thank 
the fates that sent me on this particular journey.” 

‘‘ Then you are plea.scd, even now,” .she said. “ Oh, 
I am so glad ! ” and coming nearer to him, .she took 
both his hands in hers, and, with a gesture of childish 
.simplicity, pres.sed them warmly, gazing into his face 
with a look of frank delight, as might a si.ster thanking 
a brother for a birthday gift. 

' He had never met this type of womanhood before, 
and might have well been pardoned if he had mis¬ 
understood the feelings which appeared to actuate 
this woodland sylph. But possessing, as he did, a 



VI 


TO THE KNIFE 


\iy 


sympathetic insight into the higher nature of women, 
he judged correctly that she w'as merely pleased with 
his approval of her presence and companionship. 

As she withdrew her hands in a natural and in- 
.stinctive fashion, while the blush which mantled under 
her clear brown skin showed that she felt herself to 
have overpassed the conventional line of courtesy, he 
half turned towards their attcndiints, who in Indian 
file were following up their footsteps. The Maori 
Ngarara was foremost on the trail, and must have 
noticed their attitude, b'or one brief moment his 
countenance wore the impress of all the darker passions, 
then relajised into its usual expression of .sullen di.s- 
Satisfaction. 

“ We must descend now,” said she, after their meal 
wa ■ ended. “ I will promise not to go so fast for a 

Ic ; you will find the evening walk quite a saunter 
;ifter this morning.” 

“ And why, may I ask, did jmu make the jiace so 
good then } ’’ 

“ i had a reason, a good one,” .she replied ; “ I did 
not Lear about it till we were half way, or 1 should 
most certainly never have come this route at all. Did 
you observe a Maori 'voman come up for a few minutes, 
s])eak to Warwick, and go away ? ” 

“Yes. I thought .she might have .some connection 
with the bearers. T liardly knew whether she stayed 
with them or disappeared. Did she bring a message ^ ” 

“ Yes, and a most important one, too. That’s why 
1 pushed on at such a rate. If we had been nearer 
home, I should have returned ; but the retreat would 
have been more dangerous than an advance.” 

“ I Tow can that be ? ” 
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“ That woman ran twenty mile.s to warn me that 
Taratoa was out \vith a tana —a war expedition. 
She said the natives believed that the war was all but 
declared. Now, as Warwick will tell you, this Taratoa 
is one of the most turbulent and bloodthirsty chiefs of 
his ruthless tribe ; and that is saying a good deal, 
lie might—I don’t say that he would, but it is quite 
possible—think it a fine chance of increasing his mana 
by killing the first pakeha, which would mean the 
tuataika in the war—a most coveted distinction." 

" What a ruffian ! Tut ‘ dans la guerre e’est la 
guerre.’ Pardon me for quoting the I'rench proverb." 

“ Mais, monsieur, jc Ic comprend parfaitement," 
she returned for answer, with a mock obeisance. “ You 
mu.st remember that there are here French as n'ell as 
Kngli.sh colonists. And besides, I spent a year at 
Akaroa long ago, whicli, as all the world knows—the 
New Zealand world, I mean—was at one time a 
French .settlement.” 

Massinger bowed with all the grace he could 
muster, and apologized for thinking it impossible that 
a New Zealand girl wars conversant with French. 
" You remind me,” he said, “ of the Admiral in ‘ Single¬ 
ton Fontenoy,’ a naval novel of a later day than good 
old Captain Marryat. He a. ks one of the middies, 
when before Acre, if he spoke Turkish. 

"'No, sir. Oh no! what made you think 
so’ 

“‘Well, you youngsters seem to have learned 
everything nowadays. I thought you might know 
that among other language.s.’ ” 

She laughed at this with the unreserved merriment 
which characterized her when not serious or mournful. 
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which, indeed, w'as the ordinary expression of her 
features w'hen in repose. 

“ You had better ask Warwick if he understands 
Turkish. He knows most things. We must consult 
with him as to what is best to be done, when we 
camp. But I think we had better pusli on to the 
Lakes, where we shall be in the territory of Te Hen 
Heu. He will j)rotcct us.” 

So they fared on. Through fla.x sw'amps, where 
the sodden soil was often rnidlcg deep ; anon through 
rushing ice-cold streams, where there was difficulty in 
keeping footing, even when in no great depth of 
water ; up the rugged sides of mountains, where the 
narrow path lay between the century-old pines, knee- 
high in bracken, and was occasionally obstructed by 
the fallen mass of some patriarch of the forest, which 
forbade direct ])rogrcss. 

Meanwhile, this wood-nymph and her attendants, 
the latter of whom carried burdens of no mean weight, 
’.ripped onward swiftlj’, as if the ordinary difficulties 
of such a journey were hardly worthy of notice. 
iM'cna sped along like a votary of the huntress Diana. 
I'ew ol)stat lcs made .1113’ noticeable difference to her 
ixice, as she glided, at the he.id of the party, with 
serene .self-confidence—a marvel of grace, swiftness, 
and endurance. .Scarcely less was he stricken with 
admiration at the courage and activity of the humbler 
members of the party, particularly the women. They 
carried their burdens over the difficulties of the road 
with unflinching perseverance, following in Indian 
file the footsteps of Warwick, who occasionally made 
a detour, when he thought it advantageous. 

“ What astonishing infantry a race like this would 
K 
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furnish ! ” thought Massinger. “ Amid these fore.sts, 
reasonably drilled and armed, in a guerilla war they 
could stand against the best troops in the world! 
Sheltered by these ancient wood.s, the breast-high 
bracken, these thickets impervious to all men but 
themselve.s, what chance would di.sciplined troops 
have against them I hope to Heaven that we 
may never have to war with them a I'outrance. A 
succession of skirmishes would not matter so much, 
but a prolonged war would be one of the most 
expensive, and in some respects disastrou.s, on record.” 

He was recalled from these reflections by the 
voice of the guide, who had fallen back, and stood 
at some short distance, awaiting an o2:)portunity to 
.speak. 

“I have halted the party,” he .said, “ for we have 
no great distance to go, and may travel in a leisurely 
manner. We shall .soon have our first sight of 
Tauj>o and commence to open out the hot lake 
country, with all the wonders of which you have 
heard." 

"I am not sorry," said Massinger; “for though 
nothing could be more to my taste than our present 
form of journeying, yet .1 must confess to feeling 
impatient to behold these marvels that are in every 
one’s mouth. I hope 1 shall not be di.safrjrointed." 

" If so, you will be the first to confess it," said 
Warwick. " I have seen them many time.s, but they 
always fill me with fresh wonder and admiration. 
Nothing, in some respects, is equal to them in the 
world, I believe. ‘See Rotomahana and die,’ may 
well be said.” 

“ When I do see it, it will be well described. 
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Between Erena and yourself, I shall lose no part of 
legend or tradition.” 

“ She is far better at the legendary business than 
I am,” said Warwick. “ She has such a wonderful 
memory, .imd knows all the old tales and waiatas 
by heart. I tell her she should write a hooka-booka 
about the place and the people. One is just as 
strange as ihe other.” 

” I think 1 mu.st,” .said the subject of their 
conversation, who had now approached, after con¬ 
cluding a colloquy with the women of the expedition. 
“ It seems hard that so many of the.se legends 
should be lost. When I was a child, they used to 
be sung and repeated at every camp fire. Nov\' they 
are on the waj' to be forgotten. My father was 
always promising to make a collection of them, but 
they strayed into ' By-and-by .Street, which leads to 
the House of Never.'" 

Massinger smiled. " 1 know that street myself 
I must confess ; but while I live in your country it 
shall be 'apti. Ihe land of JSIaui is the place, and 
this year of grace I appointed time, for my wf)rk 
and adventure." 

“ And if there should be war t ” said .she, regarding 
him with a searching look, not wholly, as he thought, 
without a shade of doubt. 

“ y\ll the more reason,” he replied. “ There is such 
a scarcity of honest fighting nowaday.s, that it will be 
a treat to face the real thing in one’s own person.” 

For one instant an answering smile lit up her face 
as .she gazed at Massinger, who unconsciously drew 
himself up and rai.sed his head, as though fronting 
an advancing column. She sighed, as she came 
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forward, and lightly touching his shoulder, looked 
wistfully into his face. “ You love war ; it is in your 
blood. So do iny people ; it is the breath of their 
nostrils. My father, too, is a war-chief of the 
Ngapuhi, and fought with them in the old wars. 
But if you had ever .seen Maoris in or after a battle, 
you would think you were in a land of demons, not 
men.” 

“A man can only die once. Your tribe, too, is on 
our side, is it not I can’t think the hostile natives 
will .stand long before regular troojxs.” 

” Look at that bush.” she said, pointing to a 
dense thicket of Korcao, where all .sorts of horizontal 
climbers .and dingers seemed struggling for the 
m.a.stcry, and into which the van of the little 
had cast themselves, and gliding through, .ajiparcntly 
without effort, had in part disappeared. “ I low do 
you think that a company of a regiment would 
advance or rctre.at, with Ngarara ’ (that anii.able 
savage had just passed from view) “and a few 
hundreds of his tribe firing at you from behind it f" 

“To tell truth, I think Ngarara would rather 
like it now, if he could get the chance ; but 1 am a 
fair snapshot, and would try for first pull. However, 
we won’t anticipate ilisagreeables. How far is 
Rotomahana ? I am dying to see the terraces.” 

“You pakehas are always gay,” she .said. 
“ Perha]is it is better to enjoy while we may. I 
wish I could do so. But our Tohmtga has been 
jirophesying, and his words have cast a shadow over 
my mind, which I vainly try to resist.” 

“ But surely your education has taught you to 
despise super.stitious fears > ” 
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“ My reason does so; but the senses revolt, 
strange as it may seem. I cannot get away from a 
dread of impending evil. My father, who has High¬ 
land blood in his veins, calls it the ‘ second sight.’ ” 

“ I have heard of it; and what did the seer 
foretell ? Is he known to be a true prophet } ” 
queried her companion. 

“ Wonderful as it may appear, he has been seldom 
wrong. This time he predicts war—bloody and 
doubtful. Our tribe, though sometimes defeated, is 
to be victorious. He counsels them to keep a 
straight path.” 

The next day’s journey was over a different route. 
The forest, with its over-arching tree-tops and deej> 
cool glades, lay behind them. They had entered 
upon a region of barren and desolate sanil Avastes, of 
which the neutral-tinted surface was varied by scarjied 
over-hanging bluffs. In these, a red-ochreous con¬ 
glomerate gave a weird and fantastic ajipcarance to 
the landscape. 

Halting towards evening, where the winding road 
by which they had been a.scending aiipcarcd to decline 
towards a wide valley, l-Tena silently directed Mas¬ 
singer’s attention to the far-stretching and varied 
view, adding, " You arc about to ile.scend into the land 
of wonders, and the kingdom of mysterious sights and 
sounds, with heaven above. As to below, what shall 
I say ? ” 

He smiled as he answered, “It is only to look 
around, to convince one’s self that we arc on the border 
of a dread and unreal region. Look at that volcanic 
cone, spla.shed with shades of red, emitting .steam 
from every point of its scarred sides and summit. 
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And those snow-capped mountains, grand and awful 
in their loneliness, gazing, as one would dream over 
a ruined world, themselves awaiting only the final 
conflagration.” 

“Very awful, terrible—infernal even, it .seems to 
me .somctime.s,” said Erena. “ I cannot help wonder¬ 
ing how long it will be before these imprisoned fires 
burst through, and, in rending their way to U2:)per air, 
destroy the heedless people who live so cheerfully on 
a mere crust. Rut we must get down into this valley 
of Waiotapu, where we camp for the night. There 
will be such a sight-seeing to-morrow in store for us, 
that w'e shall hardly be able to mo\'c in the evening. 
Blue lakes and green lakes w'ill be the Iea.st of the 
marvels. When I w'as a child, I used to think there 
would be talking fish in them, like those of the ‘Arabian 
Nights,’ which .stood on their tails in the frying-pan.” 

“ What a dear old book that is ! ” exclaimed he ; 
“ how I used to delight in it as a boy ! Now I think of 
it, this region has a good deal of the Sindbad the .Sailor 
business about it. I shouldn’t wonder if we came 
to a loadstone mountain, which would draw^ all our 
steel and iron articles into it, like the nails in Sind- 
bad's shiji! It would be lovel}^ to see everything take 
flight through the air, from the axes and revolvers to 
the old mare’s .shoes.” 

The girl smiled at this extravagance, but relapsed 
into her expression of habitual seriousne.ss as .she 
answered, “ Who knows but that w'e may w'ant the 
revolvers At any moment w^ar may break out. We 
arc like the Rotorua natives, I am afraid, walking 
on thin crust.” 

“ I have skated on thin ice before now,” he said, 
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“ but water and fire arc different things. It seems 
uncanny to be on land where your walking-stick- 
smokes if you poke it more than an inch into the 
soil. So this is the famous and sacred valley ! ” 

“ Here wc arc,” .said VVarw-ick, who now joined 
them, “and I am not sorry. This sandy road takes 
it out of one ever so much more than the forest 
country. Our autumn sun, too, is fairly hot at mid¬ 
day. The Wahincs felt it, carrying their loads up 
.some of the hills.” 

“ They seem to me to be given the heaviest 
packs,” said Massinger, rather indignantly. “Why 
doe.sn’t that hulking fellow Ngarara carry part of one 
at any rate ” 

“ Well, you see, he is a chief and has ‘ no back ’ 
—that is to say, he is absolved from bearing burdens. 
Ilis person is sacred to that e.xtcnt. I don’t like 
him personally, but he is within his rights.’’ 

"I .should like to kick him,” said the Itnglishman ; 
" he wants some of the nonsense taken out of him.” 

“ I shouldn’t advise any hasty act,” said Warwick, 
looking grave. “ He is a person of .some consec]uence, 
and you would bring the whole tribe down ujron us, 
as they would consider thcm.selves insulted in his 
person ; particularly now, as no one knows what may 
hajipen within a week or two. As for the women, 
poor things, they are u.sed to it. They do much of 
the work of the tribe, and don’t object to fighting on 
occasion.” 

“ It is too true,” said Erena. “ I am always 
ashamed to .sec the tremendous loads they carry in 
the knmera sea.son ; and in the planting, digging, and 
weeding of those plantations that look so neat near 
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the kaitigas, they do far more than their share. I 
suppo.se women in Europe don’t work in the fields ? ” 

“Well,” returned Ma.ssin{Ter, rather taken aback, 
“ I am afraid I must own that they do, now I come 
to think of it. They hoe turni]> and potato fields, 
reap and bind in harvest time; and, yes, the fisher¬ 
men’s wives and the colliers’ daughters work—pretty 
hard, too. In France and Germany I have often 
thought they worked harder than the men.” 

“ Ah ! I see,” said ICrena, with a flash of her large 
dark eyes, illumined with a sudden fire, which com¬ 
pletely altered the expression of her countenance. 
“Men are alike in all countries. They take the easy 
w'ork, under pretence of responsibility, and leave the 
drudgery to the poor woinen. In one respect, however, 
we have the advantage. We can speak and vote in 
the councils of the tribe.” 

“ You don’t say so! I should like to hear you 
speak in jrublic, above all things. Have you ever 
done so}” 

" Sometimes,” said she, relapsing into .scriousnc.ss ; 
‘‘ and if certain events come to pass, you may hear 
me make more than one .speech in the ruuaitga before 
the year is out.” 

“How interesting!” he said, gazing at her with 
admiration, as .she .stood in classic jiose, with fixed 
gaze, aird every graceful outline denoting arrested 
motion. 

* ■It ♦ ♦ * 

“ 1 thought it better to strike across to this valley 
of Waiotapu first,” .said Warwick, “though Krona was 
in favour of going .straight to Rotorua. However, she 
now agrees with me, that you can have a foretaste of 
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volcanic action here, and take the main Taupo road 
to the terraces, returning by Rotorua, which is the 
home of the hapu. or section of her tribe.” 

“ It is, after all, the best route, perhaps,” said she, 
smiling frankly. “You can reach the terraces easily 
now, and aftenvards rest at Rotorua before returning 
to Auckland. There is also another reason." 

“ What is that” iiKpiired Massinger, as he saw 
the girl’s hicc change, and her eyes once more become 
clouded over with the mysterious sadness which from 
time to time dimmed her brightest expression. 

“ 1 am nearly certain that there will be an outbreak 
—perhaps even war declared—before we return. In 
that case—— ” 

" In that case I should join the first botly of volun¬ 
teers I could come at, or your own loyal tribe, if it 
remains so." 

“ I have every belief that Waka Nenc will remain as 
true to your people as he was in the okl war, when he 
fought against I leke, and did such good work in beating 
back Kawiti. My mother’s brother, a noted chief, died 
fighting for your jieople. But this will bring the tribes 
nearer together ; they may make common cau.se against 
the pakeha. It will be a fight to the death. Some of 
the friendly tribes may waver. I would advise your 
going to your own jicojile without delay from Rotorua.” 

“ And how about a guide ? Warwick may not care 
to undertake the task in the face of—what may haiipen.” 

“ In that case ”—and as she spoke, her inmo.st 
soul seemed to look forth in high resolv'e through the 
lu.strou.s eyes, now informed with the mystic fire of 
the sybil—" I will ensure you a guide who knows the 
.secret paths even better than Warwick." 
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Massinger said no more. The countenance of 
Warwick wore a look of mingled doubt and admira¬ 
tion, after which he ordered the attendant natives to 
make the u.sual arrangements for a camp. 

“We .shall need no fire, that is one thing,” he 
•said, turning to the linglishman. 

“ How is that } " he inquired. 

“ Nature is good enough to contract for the cooking 
here, which is the least she can do before she blows them 
all up some fine day. J ust watcli these people directly.” 

As indeed he did, much marvelling. 

I^'icst of all, two of the women cleared a space, 
about three feet long and two w’ide, in the W'arm 
earth ; into this they placed a layer of stones, which 
they covered w'ith leaves. Upon this were placed the 
l)ork, the kitnieras, and some pigeons shot on the waj’, 
all of which w'ore rajridly and satisfactorily cooked. The 
evening meal, so miraculously prepared, as it seemed, 
having been concluded, Erena retired with her female 
attendants, ])leading the necessity for a night’s rest to 
prepare them for the opening day of the Great Exhibi¬ 
tion, The tw'o men walked uj) and down, sirioking 
the meditative pipe. But long after his companion 
had retired to rest, Massinger lay awake, unable to 
sleep amid the strange, almost preternatural, features 
of the locality, while the anticipation of a war between 
his countrymen and this stubborn and revengeful people 
taxed his brain with incessantly recurring thoughts. 

What would be the first act in the drama? He 
thought of isolated families of the settlers, now living 
in apparent peace and security, abandoned to the 
cruelty of a remorseless enemy. Would the horrors 
of Indian \\ arfare be repeated ? Would a partial 
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success, which, from their advantageous position, and 
the absence of any large body of regular troops, the 
natives were likely to gain, be avenged by merciless 
slaughter ? In either case, what bloodshed, agony, 
wrongs irrevocable and unspeakable, were certain to 
ensue! What would be the outcome ? He thought 
of the farmsteadings he had seen, with neat home¬ 
steads, garnered grain, contented hardy w’orkers, their 
rosy-checked children playing amidst the orchards. 
Were these to be left desolate, burned, ravaged, as 
would be inevitable with all outside the line of 
defence ? Then, again, the populous kainj^as, with 
grave rafigatu-as and stalwart warriors; the merry 
chattering wa/tincs, sitting amid their children when 
the day was over, much like other peo))le’s wives and 
children, enjoying far more natural comfort than the 
British labourers’ families—were they also to be driven 
from their jileasant homes, starved, harried, pursued 
night and day by the avenger of bloodLike the 
heathen of old, dislodged by the chosen ))eople with 
so little mercy ^ The carefully ke])t kitmcra j)lanta- 
tions, so promising for another season, were they to 
be plundered or de.stroyed The lines from Keble 
returned to his memory— 

“ It w.is a pilcoii.s sight, I ween, to mark the heathen’s toil— 
The limpid wells, the orchards green, left ready for the spoil.” 

Was all this murder and misery to take place becau.se 
the reprc-sentatives of a great nation differed with a 
quasi-barbarou.s, but distinctly dignified, lord of the 
manor about the title to an area of comparatively 
small value when compared with the millions of acres 
of arable and pasture still for sale, undisputed t 

A contention as to title by English law ousted 
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the jurisdiction of magistrates in an assault case. 
Why should not this paltry squabble about an insig¬ 
nificant portion await an authi^ritative legal decision ^ 
No people apparently understood the deliberate verdict 
of a Court Vietter than these Maoris. Delay, even pro¬ 
tracted delay, would have been truly wise and merciful 
in view of the grisly alternative of war. Such a war, 
too, as it was likely to be ! 

1 lowcver, though Drcna and Warwick were con¬ 
fident of a fight, no official notice had yet reached 
them. It might yet be avoided, and so hojiing, after 
hearing with increasing distinctness all manner of 
strange ;ind fearful sounds, above, around, beneath, 
our traveller fell asleep. 

The morning jiroved fine. As Massinger left his 
couch, the half-arisen sun was reluming a land.scapc 
neither picturesque nor alluring. Wild and wondrous 
it certainly was ; iqxm such the eyes of the jiakcha had 
never before rested. The elements had ap])arcntly 
been at ]>lay .above and below the earth's surface, 
which showed signs of no common derangement. 
Rugged defiles, strangely as.sortcd hillocks of differing 
size, colour, and elevation. j\ .scarred volcanic cone 
poured out steam from its base uptvard, while, between 
the whirling mists, igneous rocks glinted, like red-hot 
boulders, in the morning sun. Near this strange 
mountain was a lake, the glittering green of which 
contrasted with the darkly red incrustations heaped 
upon its margin. Lcjoking southward, a sense of 
Titanic grandeur was added to the landscape by a 
vast snow-covered range, on the hither side of which, 
he had been told, lay the waters of the historic Taupo 
—Taupo Moana, “ The Moaning Sea.” 



CHAPTER VIT 

Stroij.IN('. back to camp, his movements were quick¬ 
ened by observing tliat the rest of the party liad 
finished the morning meal, and were only awaiting 
his arrival to commence the first day’s sight-seeing. 
After a council of war, it was fitially decided to remain 
in the valley for the rest of the day, making for 
Taupo and Rotomahana on the morrow. 

"In this valley of Waiotapu,” said Warwick, "you 
have a good idea, on a small scale, of Rotomahana and 
tlie terraces. The same sorts of pools are on view ; 
you have al.so the feeling of being on the lid of a 
boiling cauldron, and can realize most of the sensa¬ 
tions belfuiging to a i)lacc where you may be boiled 
alive or burnt to death at any moment." 

"A romantic ending," replied Massinger; "but I 
don't w ish to end my New Zealand career-in such a 
strictly Maori fa.shion. What is one to do, to avoid 
incensing the Atua of this very queer region 

“lie sure to follow me or lirena most carefully, 
and do not step away from the path, or into any water 
that you have not tried. One traveller did so, and, 
as it was at boiling heat, died next day, poor fellow ! 
So now, let us begin. Do you see this yellow water- 
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basin ? This is the champagne pool. For the cham¬ 
pagne, watch this effect.” Here a couple of handfuls 
of earth were thrown in. Thereupon the strange 
water commenced to effervesce angrily, the circles 
spreading until the outermost edges of the pool were 
reached. “The outlet, you see, is over that slope, 
and is known as the Primrose Falls. But we mu.st 
not linger. Beyond that boiling lake, with the steam 
clouds hanging over it, lies a terrace, gradually sloping, 
with ripples in the siliceous deposit, finally ending in 
miniature marble ca.scades.” 

“All this is wonderful and astonishing, but it is 
only the beginning of the play. I .shall re.serve my 
applause until the last act. I have been in .strange 
places abroad, but never saw so many different sorts 
of miracles in one collection. What arc tho.se cliffs, 
for in.stancc, .so vi liite and glistening " 

“ The Alum Cliffs, sjiarkling with incrustations of 
alum. You notice that they rise almost perpendicu¬ 
larly from the hot-water jinols } In contrast, the 
colour of the surrounding earth varies from ])ale > ellow 
to Indian red and crimson. Some of the crystals you 
see around are strongly acid. The pools are all sorts 
of colours; some like pots of red ])aint, others green, 
blue, pink, orange, and cream.” 

“ evidently Nature's laboratories. What she will 
evolve is as yet unknown to us. Let us hope it will 
be more or less beneficial.” 

“It is hard to say,” replied Warwick, musingly. 
“There is a legend among the Maoris that, many 
generations since, this valley, now so de.solate, was 
covered with villages, the .soil being very productive; 
that the inhabitants displeased the local Atua, upon 
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which he ordered a volcano in the neighbourhood tc^ 
pour forth its fiery flood. An eruption followed, which 
covered the village many feet deep with the scoria 
and mud which, in a hardened state, you now .see.” 

“ Highly probable. I can believe anything of this 
sulphur-laden Valley of the Shadow. And did the 
mountain disappear also ? ” 

“ No! there he stands, three thousand feet high, 
quite ready, if one may judge from appearance.s, for 
another fiery shower. Let us hope he will not do it 
in our time. In the mean time, look at this Boiling 
Lake. Is not the water beautifully blue ? And what 
clouds of steam ! It is much the same, except in size, 
as the one above the I’ink Terrace." 

The day wore on as they rambled from one spot 
to another of the magical region. 

“It is a city of the genii," said Massinger, as he 
watched the guide apply a match to one of a number 
of metallic-looking mounds, which promptly caught 
fire, and blazed until quenched. “ Where in the world, 
except a naphtha lake, could one find such an inflam¬ 
mable re.st (or the sole of one’s foot ? I believe the 
]3lace is one-half sulphur, and the other impri.soned 
fire, which will some day break forth and light up 
such a conflagration of earth, sky, and water, as the 
world has not seen for centuries. See here ”—a.s, 
driving the end of his walking-.stick into the crumbling 
earth, it began to smoke—“it is too hot tfjfjhold 
already.” 

The sun was low, as the little party, having Ifmchccl 
at a bungalow specially erected for tourists, took the 
home,ward route. 

“ There is one more sight, and not the least of the 
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serie.s,” said Warwick, as they approached a curious 
soot-coloured cone, from which, of course, steam 
ascended, and .strange sounds, with intermittent 
groan ing.s, made themselves heard. 

“ The powers be merciful to us mortals, who can 
but believe and tremble! ” ejaculated Massinger. 
“ What demon’s kitchen is this '> " 

“Only a mud volcano,” an.swercd W’arwick. “Let 
us climb to the top ami look in.” 

The mound, formed by the deposit of dried mud, 
some ten or twelve feet high, was easily ascended. 
Open at the top, it was filled with a boiling, opaque 
mass of seething, bubbling mud. Tver and anon 
were thrown up fountain-like spurts, which turned 
into grotesque shapes as they fell on the rim of 
the strange cauldron. A tiny dab fell upon Lrena’s 
kaitaha. .She laughed. 

“It will do this no harm ; but it might have been 
my face. A mud scald is long of healing." 

"What an awful place to fall into alive!" said 
Mas.singcr, as he gazeil at the .steaming, impure Ii(]uid. 
“ Is it known that any one ever slip])eil over the edge " 

“ More than one, if old talcs are true," said War¬ 
wick ; “ but they were thrown in, with bound hands, 
after battle. It was a choice way of disposing of a 
favourite enemy. He did not always sink at once ; 
but none ever came out, dead or alive.” 

‘‘ Let us go on ! ” s.iid Lrena, impatiently. “ I cannot 
bear to think of such horrors. I suppose all nations 
did dreadful things in war.” 

“ And may again," interpo.sed Warwick. “ The.se 
people were not worse than others long ago. ■ The 
Druids, with their wicker cages filled with roa.sting 
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victims, were as well up to date as my Maori ancestors. 
Luckily, such things have passed away for ever." 

“ Let us trust .so,” said Massinger, feelingly. 

Erena made no answer, but walked forwaril 
musingly on the track which led in the tlirection of 
the camp. 

“Though narrow, it appears to have been much 
used,” he remarkcxi 

“ It is an old war-path,” replied the guide. “ When 
the Ngapuhi came down from Maketu on their raids, 
they mostly used this route. I am not old enough to 
have seen anything of Ilekc's w ar in '45. It was the 
first real protest ag.ainst tlie ])akeh;i. The natives 
were beginning to be afraid, very rea.sonably, that the 
white man would take the whole country. If the 
tribes had been utiited, they could have defied an>- 
force then brought against them, and driven your 
])eo])le into the sea.” 

“And why did they not make common cau.se " 

“ The old story. Hlood-feuds had embittered one 
tribe against another. Chiefs of ability and foreca.st, 
like W.-ika None and I’atuone, his brother, saw that 
they must be beaten in the long run. They allied 
themselves with the Briti.sh. They had embraced 
Christianity, and remained faithful to the end, fighting 
against the men of their own blood without the least 
regard to their common origin.” 

“I need not a.sk you,” said Massinger, “on which 
side your sympathies are enlisted.” 

“No! it goes without saying,” answered the guide. 
“ I have had a fair education ; I have been about the 
world, and I cannot hclj) recognizing the resi.stle.ss 
power of England, against which it would be madne.ss 

L 



146 


“rr^A’ TO THE KNIFE 


CHAP. 


to contend. I should never think of joining the 
natives in case of war. A war which is coming, from 
all I hear. At the same time, I cannot help feeling 
for them. Amid these woods, lakes, and through 
these mountains and vallcy.s, their ance.stors roamed 
for centuries. No people in the world are more deeply 
attached to their native land. Think how hard for 
them to be di.spos.sessed." 

"And have you an alternative to offer 

" Nf)ne whatever, if war breaks out. It is idle to 
ex]Ject that New Zealand, able t(j su])])ort millions of 
civilized peoi)le, .should be abandoned to less than a 
hundred thousand savages ; for such, with e.xceptions, 
1 am afraid 1 must call them. As for justice and 
mercy in dealing with conquered races, these are mere 
words. Force is the only law. as it has ever been. 
What mercy did the Maraas show to their conquered 
enemies.’ The)’ slew, enslaved, tortureil—and worse! 
They exterminated weak tribes, and tcxdv their lands. 
They have little ground for com|)laint if a nation 
stronger in war a])])lies the same measure to them." 

“I ctaigratulate you," said Massinger, "upon the 
logical view which )’<)u take of the iiuestion. lliit 
is there no way of reconciling the interests of the 
colonists and the children f)f the soil " 

“ Certainl)’. If the)’ are cool enough on both sides 
to adjourn this paltry dis|)utc about the Waitara block 
until it can be settled by legal authority or arbitration, 
war might be avoided. No people are more obedient 
to law. when they properly understaml it. They are 
naturally litigiou.s, and enjoy a good long-w inded law¬ 
suit. If they were convinced that they were getting 
fair play in an arbitration, w hich I should recommend— 
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and there arc available inen, like Mannerinjj; or W'atcr- 
lon, who understand thoroughly the people and their 
customs, and are trusted by both sides—I believe the_\- 
would cheerfully abide by an award." 

" Then as to the sale of land.s, di.sputed titles, upset 
price, and so on ? " 

“ I believe that they are getting justice from the 
present land tribunals ajiart from political pressure, 
which would weaken in time ; and if they do not get 
it from Mngland, I do not know, s])eaking from ex¬ 
perience and reading, from « hat other nation to e.xpecl 
it. There must be delay and litigation, but they will 
be satisfied in the end.” 

“And if not, and war breaks out,^’ 

“Then there will be l,)loodshetl to begin with, 
murder, outrage ; all things which lead to uniiardon- 
able crimes on both sides; blood-feiids which will last 
for genenitions." 

"A man like you might ilo much good in tlu' 
legislature. Why do )'ou not come forward, when 
inferior jieojde of my own nation, from what I hear, 
degrade our parliamentary system ?" 

“The time is not 3'et,’' he answered. “We shall 
soon havi- other matters to think of When wv gel 
back to iXuckland there will be very little ])olitical 
business lor some time to come.” 

Onward, aiul still onward, h'l'esh marvels of scenery 
seemed hourly o])ening before them. In ])ride of 
place, Tongariro, fire-breathing Titan, with volcanic 
cone, encircled bj’ his stu])endous mountain range. As 
they gazed, the ceaseless steam-clouds, now enveloping 
the summit, now' wind-driven sportively, as if by a 
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giant's breath, exposed to view the darkened rim of 
the crater. 

To the right of Tongariro, more than five thou.sand 
feet in height, they .saw the heaven-piercing bulk of 
Ruapehu (eight thousand nine hundred feet), cloud- 
crowned, lava-built, but girdled with ice-fields at a 
lower altitude ; and at the base, arising from gloomy 
forests, valleys seamed and fissured, precipices, ravines, 
and outlined terraces. 

“What a land of contrasts!" .said the Engli.shman. 
“ The sublime, the dread and awful, the idyllic and 
peaceful rural, .seem mingled together in the wilde.st 
profusion ; fire and water conflicting furiously in the 
same landscajjc. Nature appears to have thrown her 
properties and elements about without jilan or method." 

“A strange country!—a .strange ]x;oj)lc ! ’’ exclaimed 
Erena. “Is that what you are thinking of.’ Surely 
you cannot expect an ordinary ]X)pulation amid .scenes 
like these. I fear that we resemble our country in 
being calm as the slee])ing sea. until the .storm of 
jmssion is aroused." 

“ And then .’ " queried he. 

“ Then, if we feel injured, cruel as the grave, 
merciless, remorseless. So beware of us! We make 
bad enemies, 1 confess ; but, then, we are always read)’ 
to die for our friends.” 

" I am numbered, I trust, among that favoured 
class, am I not.’" he continued, as he gazed at the 
girl's face, wearing as it did a sudden look of high- 
souled resolve. 

So might have looked, .so iwsed, the daughter of 
Jephthah ; so, scorning fate and the dark death, stood 
Iphigcnia as she awaited the blow of doom. 
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The expression of her face changed ; a wistful, half¬ 
pleading look came into her eyes. 

“Why ask ” she .said softly. “You know that 
you are; that you always will be.” 


And now, after a passage across the purnicc- 
strewn levels, lo! Taupo the sacred, Taupo-Moana, 
the moaning sea. 

There was no thought of unsatisfied e.xpectation 
as Massinger gazed upon the glorious sheet of water, 
over which the eye wandered until the darksome 
.shadows of Raimandwa and Tankaru tlimmed its 
azure surface—the vast mountain range, from which, 
on Tongariro, a mathematically correct cinder- 
cone sjirang uiiw.irds, like the spire of :i gigantic 
minster. 

On the other side, the ])eak of Tauhara, 3600 
feet in height, stood out in lone majesty. The twin 
Titan, Ruapelui, bared his enormous shoulder to 
the uncloudetl .sk\-. riie day was wonderfully tine, 
having the softenetl atmospheric t(,>ne peculiar to the 
later .summer months of the northern island. Then 
gradually a delicate haze crept over the horizon, 
shading the stern outlines of the dark-browed Aljt. 
file foot-hills seemed to have approached through 
the clear yet tinted lights of the fading d.iy. 

“When have I seen such a panorama before?" 
thought Massinger. " What vastness, what sublimit}’, 
in all its component parts! Then, as columns of 
steam rose in the far distance, comi)leting the weird 
and abnormal effects of the unfamiliar vision, speech, 
even exclamation, appeared to fail him. 
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“Yonder stands the pah of his Majesty, King 
'le Jleu Jfeii, the head chief of all this district,” 
interposed Warwick. “We must send forward a 
herald and pay our resj)ects, or our visit may not be 
so successful. He has a cpieer tem])er, and is as proud 
as if he had been sent from heaven. There is his 
castle.” 

“ Warwick is right," said brena, coming up at 
this juncture arid arousing herself from the reverie 
into which she, too, aj)peared to hav'e fallen. “ This 
is his king<l<jm, anti we must do tika. We can rest 
for to-night, however, and give 'J'c lieu JIcu the 
second ])roi>er warning, so that he can receive us in 
state. I wish you could have seen the real Te lieu 
lieu, however." 

" W h}' .so I and what was his .special di.stinction I " 

"Something truly uncommon, jjersonally. You 
woultl lluMi h;i\e carried ;iw;iy an idea of ;i Maori 
Rangatira—one of the oklen time. A giant in stature, 
ht: must have resembled old Archibald Douglas in 
‘ Marmion —‘.So .stern of look, .so huge of limb. lie 
lived in a valley some distance from here, amons; the 
hills )()ii see yonder, but life in these regions has 
alw.iys been uncertain. One fine night—or perhajis 
it was a stormy one, for there had been a deluge of 
rain—the soil .ilront here in the valiey, even the rocks, 
the)' sa)', bec.inu- loosened and came tlown in a kitul 
of av.danehi'. It tilled the whole valley, covering u]) 
le lieu lieu, his jieople, his wives anti children, num¬ 
bering in all some seventy souls. The)’ were never 
seen alive or heartl of ;in)' more. There was a lament 
et)m]X)sed by his brtither to his memor)-. I remember 
a verse or two. 
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‘ Lamf.n'I' fok Tk Hfu Ilia:. 

‘ See o’er the heights of dark Tauhara’s peak 
The infant morning wakes. Perchance my friend 
Returns to me clad in that lightsome cloud. 

Alas ! I toil alone in this cold world ; for thou art gone. 

‘ Go, thou mighty one ! Go, thou hero I 
Go, thou that wort a siireading tree to shelter 
'I'hy people, when er il hovered round. 

Ah ! what strange god has c.aused so dread a death 
To thee and thy companions? 

‘The mount of Tongariro rises lonely in the .South, 

While the rich feathers that adorned thy great canoe, .^rawa, 
Float on the wave. And women from the West look on and weep. 
Why hast thou left behind the valued treasures 
t'f thy famed ance.stor Rongo-maihua. 

And wrapped thyself in night : ’ 

There arc as many' more verse.s,” said Ercna, 
" but I hav'c forgotten tliem. They' all cxiircss the 
deepest fecliiio’ of orief—almost despair—a.s, indeed, 
do most of the Maori love-sonos and laments. The 
t^rief was by' no means simnlateil in tlie case of rela¬ 
tions. 1 k'now my'self fif several .suicitlcs which took 
jilace immediately' after funerals or disaiipointments 
in love.” 

“ There is strong poetic feeling, with a high degree 
of imagination, in the native poems and orations,” 
said Massinger. " It is a pity that the.se recitations 
should die otit." 

"The Te lieu lieu we refer to was a remarkable 
man,” said VV'arwick. “ Standing as near seven feet as 
si.x, he looked, I have heard people .say, the complete 
embodiment of the Maori chief of old days—terrible in 
peace or war ; and, array'ed in his cloak of ceremony. 
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with the huia feathers in his hair, and his mere-pounavtou 
in his right hand, was enough to strike terror into the 
heart of the bravest.” 

“ Didn’t he refuse to sign the Treaty of 
Waitangi '> ” said Ma.ssinger. 

“Of course he did. It wa.s ju.st like his pride and 
disdain of a superior. ‘You may choose to be slaves 
to the pakeha,’ he said scornfully to the assembled 
chiefs, as he turned away ; ‘1 am Te lieu lieu !’” 

The pah, (w h)rtrcss, of the present chieftain 
was one of considerable strength and pretension, 
covering an area of nearly five acres. Reared upon 
a promontory which prevented assault, e.vcept b\ 
water, f)n three sides, it was well calculated to def}- 
all manner of enemies in the good old days before 
breechloaders and artillery. The whole area was walled 
in, .so to s])eak, with excessively strong ])alisade.s, 
the only entrance being by heavy sliding gates. This 
historic keep ])os.sessed all the natural advantages of 
the sites selected for the purpose, with tht; important 
addition of unlimited water-.su])ply. -Scarcity o*' the 
indi.spensable rccjuisite, rarely possible to secun- on 
the summit of a hill, often led to the surrender of 
the castle when besieged for sufficient time to 
exhaust the water-store. One of the ancient Maori 
romances, indeed, describes the dramatic incident of 
a beleaguered garri.son, including the aged chief, at 
the point of death from thirst. The youthful leader 
of the besieging force, touched by the beauty of his 
daughter, the far-famed Ranmahora, relieves the 
veteran’s suffering, and naturally receives the hand of 
the maiden, after which peace is ratified, amid general 
congratulations. 
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Tc lieu Heu's pak might be considered to be 
almost impregnable, having in addition to the trenches 
and galleries, double and treble lines of defence, 
which in other days proved so formidable to regular 
troops. Besides these were lines of pits, lightly 
covered over and thus used to entrap enemies. Also, 
another series used for storing provisions. When 
understood that these well-planned and scientific 
strongholds were constructed by a barbaric race 
with but stone and wooden implements, one can but 
w'ondcr at the patient industry, joined to a high 
order of intelligence, di.sphiycd in their formation. 

« « « « « 

.Sunrise all goldcnly reluming a wonder-world! 
Tlic calm waters of the lake stretching beyond the 
limit of vision as the)" gazed upon the sea-like expanse i 
the dread mountain kings crowned with eternal snow, 
gilt with fire, ringed with ice-fields, based on primeval 
forests! Mortal man surely never looked upon so 
strange a scene—so crowded with all the elements of 
beauty, terror, and sublimity. 

“ Well worth the voyage,” thought Ma.ssinger— 
“ the dissevering of familiar ties and associations—but 
to have enjoyed this intoxicating experience! ” Mow 
jioor, how narrow the life which contented his com¬ 
patriots I—which contented him before the Great 
Disaster, when In's flight to this Ultima Thule ajr- 
peared the welcome resort of a man carele.ss (jf the 
future, if only relief might be gained from the intoler¬ 
able anguish of the pre.sent. 

Now hmv different were his feelings! The hard 
fare, the toilsome march, the hourly novelt)", the 
certainty of adventure, and the approach of danger, 
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seemed to have changed not only his habits of 
thought, but his very nature. As he reflected upon 
the exhaustless field of enterprise which seemed 
opening around him, he almost shouted aloud with 
the joy of living and the anticipation of triumph. 

Warwick had made an early visit to the potentate, 
who wa.s, as he well knew, monarch of all he surveyed 
in the region of Taupo Moano. He had enlarged 
upon the rank and wealth of Massinger until a cloud 
was cleared from the mind of the chief, not unreason¬ 
ably disposed to connect the arrival of an unknown 
pakeha with designs upon his hereditary lands. 

When assured that his visitor was only moved by 
curiosity to behold the wonders of which all the world 
had heard, as well a; to pay a visit of ceremony to 
the great chief Te Heu Heu, he became mollified, and 
expressed his desire to converse with the Rangatira 
Pakeha, who had come across the sea to behold the 
great lake Taupo and the wonder-mountains. Ton- 
gariro and Ruapehu. 

At the hour of midda)', therefore, Massinger, 
accompanied by Warwick and Hrena, presented 
himself before the chief, who, standing in front of a 
w/iarepuni of unusual size, with elaborate carvings 
upon its massive doorposts, received him with perfect 
dignity and self-possession. The remainder of the 
party had been left with the camp-stores and belong¬ 
ings, it not having been thought necessary to include 
them in the interview. 

The chief relaxed his stern features as Rrena 
approached, and said a few words in his native tongue 
to her, which she answered with quiet composure. 
He then turned to Warwick, who appeared anxious 
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to explain their position, and mentioned the name of 
Waka Nene, which produced a distinct eflTect upon 
the chiefs manner and demeanour. 

“You are on the path to Rotomahana,” said he. 
“ It is a far journey to see the boiling fountain and 
the white steps of Te Tarata.” 

Massinger, through the guide: “ I have heard 
much of these strange things. I have seen pictures 
of them. Wc have no hot lakes or burning mountains 
in my country.” 

“ Then you will see them and go away; you are 
a .strange people. You do not w ant to buy the land 1 
NoI would sell you .some if you would live here." 

It was e.xplained to the chief that the pakeha 
desired land that would gixw corn. The land around 
Taupo was good to look at, but not for farmers. He 
thought he \v’ould buy land near Auckland. 

“Does the pakeha know that there is much talk 
of war in the land } The Mata Kaw'ana at Waitc- 
mata is deceived by bad men. He is paying Teira 
for land which is not his to sell. If the Mata Kawana 
takes it by force, there will be blood—much blood, 
'i’c Rangitiike will not suffer the land of his people 
to be taken. Akorc, akure !" 

" This pakeha docs not come to fight; he w'ishes 
to live on land near the Maoris. He will pay them 
money and buy the land." 

“ The pakeha is good ; his word is strong. I 
.should much like him to live here. Let him ask 
Erena in marriage from her father, and his days will 
be many.” 

“The pakeha does not desire to marry just at 
present, even if Erena would accept him. His heart 
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is in his own land. He wishes to see all the country 
before he settles down.” 

“That is well. The bird flies all round before 
he perches. But if the tribes dance the war-dance, 
on account of this trouble about the Waitara, what 
will he do then ? The first ^aua of the Ngatiawa that 
he meets will kill him.” 

“The pakeha is brave. He can shoot a man afar 
off. He will go back to Waitemata or die. He has 
also a letter from Waka Nene." 

“That is good for the Arawa and the Ngapuhi, 
but the Waikato will not regard it. It may be that 
the white man’s Atua will keep him from harm.” 

With which sentiment the audience terminated. 

With the exception of the world-famed terraces, no 
-spot on earth was so rich in strange and wondrous 
surroundings as this great lake of unfathomable depth, 
a thousand feet above the sea, sleeping amidst its 
volcanic blocks of quartzose lava and hu^e mas.ses of 
pumice-stone. To the north-west they gazed at the 
wooded ridges of Rangi-toto and Tuhua, and, three 
thou.sand feet above the sea, the bare turreted pyramids 
of Titerau, towering in pride, as might, on the castled 
Rhine, the ruined fortress of a forgotten robber-baron. 
White pumice-stone cliffs gleaming in the sun bordered 
the eastern shore. Behind the sombre fore.st ranges, 
pyramidal monoliths, piercing the heavens at yet 
greater altitudes, gave to this amazing landscape the 
fantastic aspect of a dream-world. 

“When shall we awaken?” said Mas.singer, as 
he and Erena, lingering behind their guide as they 
strolled towards the camp, became conscious that the 
day was declining. "This is the newest land of 
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enchantment. I feel like a lotus-eater, removed from 
the world of everyday life. I could almost be 
tempted to cast in my lot with this careless-living 
race, wandering here till life grew dim, and the dis- 
tinctipns between what our fathers used to call right 
and wrong faded into uncertainty. I can imagine 
some men doing it.” 

“ But not you. Oh! do not talk in that reckless 
fashion. Another might waste his life among these 
poor ignorant people ; but you have a man’s work 
yet to do in the world—a name to make, a family to 
remember. But”—as he smiled at her vehemence— 
‘‘you are only joking ; you are laughing at the poor 
Maori girl, who thought for a moment that you were 
in earnest. Let us vialk faster; it will .soon be dark, 
and we have some distance still to go.” 

A change .seemed suddenly to have come over the 
.spirit of the girl. From being carelessly playful in 
manner, as sMte had been in their rambles all the day, 
she became silent and reserved till they reached the 
camp. There she retired at once to where the other 
women had fixed their quarters, merely remarking 
that they would have to leave early if they hoped to 
reach the terraces. 

The night was strangely, magically lovely. Mas¬ 
singer had no great de.sire to sleep. He felt, in¬ 
deed, that one might easily watch till dawn amid 
this region of magic and sorcery. Brightly burned 
the stars in the dark blue heavens. There was no 
moon, but the constellations, to his excited fancy, 
seemed strangely lustrous and of intense, almost 
unreal, brilliancy. Warwick and he stood near their 
camp fire, only occasionally speaking, when all suddenly 
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there aro.se a wild shout, then a succession of cries, 
from the direction of Te Heu Heu’s pa/t, which pointed 
to some unusual occurrence. A wailing cry came, 
too, from the natives of their own encampment, whom 
they observed to have left their ivhares and gathered 
in a groui>. 

“ What is the meaning of all this ? ” .said Ma.ssinger, 
who had been gazing over the lake, and listening to 
the low calls and whispering notes of the water-fowl 
which sailed in flocks amid its sedges and reeds. 
“ What do they mean by that long-drawn sound ? And 
now there is a shout—a sort of herald’s proclamation.” 

“You arc right," .said Warwick. “The Tohunga 
calls aloud, ‘ Behold the sacred fire on Tongariro ! The 
Atua commands war. Listen, O men of the Arawa. 

“ ‘ The pakeha desires to take the country of the 
uga iwi (the tribes). Me will take the forests and the 
kumera plantations, the valleys and the mountains, 
the rivers and the shores of the sea. Thfe Maori canoe 
will no longer be paddled on the broad bosom of the 
Waikato, on lakes which have been our fathers since 
they came from Mawaiki. The .steamboat will drive 
away the iVTaori canoe ; the slieei) and cattle of the 
pakeha will feed on our plantations ; the w hite magis¬ 
trates will put our young men in prison ; our old 
men will break stones for the pakeha roads. Wc 
shall all be slaves, w'orking for a pakeha conqueror. 

Shall we be slaves, or shall w'e unite and march 
against the pakeha ? ’ ” 

A thousand voices shouted till the echoes by the 
lake shore rang again with cries as of one man— 

“ A kore, akore, ako 7 -eI” 

“ If W'e are not willing to be slaves, shall the tribes. 
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the Waikato and the Ngatiawa, join together and drive 
the pakeha into the sea from whence he came ? ” 

Then one more deep - drawn shout of assent 
resounded through the still night-air. 

“You see what the feeling is,” said Warwick, 
turning as he si)oke. “ Look yonder, and behold the 
fire on Tongariro ! ” 

Massinger swung round, and, to his great surprise, 
saw amidst a cloud of steam, high up on the mountain, 
a red band of fire, which seemed to encircle the upper 
portion of the cinder-cone which formed so remarkable 
an addition to the .summit. A fresh volume of steam 
rose pillar-like from the crater, while from time to 
time angry bursts of flame issued from the top and 
sides of the cone, 

" A very grand sight,” he said ; “ but what is 
there to create such a disturbance ? It is .surely not an 
unu.sual occurrence in this land of imj^risoned fires 
Is that the meaning of all this outcry ? ” 

“ That, and nothing else,” replied the guide ; “ but 
it is by no means an ordinary occurrence. It is now 
many years since such a thing has taken place. 
But all the excitement arises out of an old super¬ 
stition.” 

“And what may that be.’” 

"In olden times the appearance of fire upon 
Tongariro was regarded as a mandate from their 
Atua to wage war—which they invariably did. Occa¬ 
sions w'ere not far to seek, as there w'as always a 
w'eaker tribe to attack or a strong one to measure 
forces w'ith. But now it means more—much more. 
And that is w-hy these natives are so excited.” 

“ But why should it mean more now ? ” 
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“ For this reason. Every tribe in the North Island 
knows that this Waitara land trouble is likely to 
cause a break-out at any moment. They look upon 
this fire on Tongariro as a call to arms against the 
whites; and if there has been serious dispute at 
Waitara there will be a war, and a bloody one, as 
sure as we stand here.” 

“ And with what result ” 

“Of course, they will be beaten in the end. But 
it will be a longer business than people would think. 
The tribes are armed, and, having made money for 
some years past, these Waikato and Ngatihaua have 
invested in firearms. They have the advantage of 
knowing every foot of the country, and your troops 
will fight at a disadvantage. However, I sec Te Heu 
Heu’s people are quiet again, and our party have 
returned to their wharcs; so we may as well turn in.” 

Next morning Massinger was surprised at Erena’s 
altered expre.ssion. Her usually bright and mirthful 
manner had given way to one of brooding depres.sion ; 
he in vain attempted to rally her. 

“Surely you do not accept this natural occurrence 
as a command from Heaven ? What possible connec¬ 
tion can it have with the war, which I think unlikely ' 
to take place, in .spite of Warwick’s opinion.” 

“ He knows more than you do,” she answered— 
“possibly more than I myself, though of course the 
natives talk to me freely. But something tells me, 
in a manner that I cannot describe, that there will 
be war. And what the end of it may be for you, for 
me, for all of us, no mortal can tell.” 

“But surely it must be short,” he answered. 
“Troops and ships will come from the other colonies 
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—from England, even—if war is once declared. Then 
what chance will these misguided natives have ? ” 

“ You will see—you will see,” she said. “ Pray God 
it may not be so; and, indeed, my father’s daughter 
ought to fear nothing. It is not for myself. No! ” 
she said, raising her head proudl3^ “if I could die, 
like the women of old, for my countiy, for my people, 
all would be easy. But I see worse things in the 
future—burning houses, women and children lying 
dead, the young and old ; the settlers driven from 
their farms, after aO their hard work and care ; among 
our people ‘the slaughter of warriors, the chiefs lying 
dead, the women and children starving! Oh, it is a 
terrible picture! I dreamed that blood had been 
shed, that more was to come.” 

“ Why, you must be a prophetess! ” said he, .still 
striving to lead her from such dark forebodings. 
“You have been over-excited. I would not ridicule 
your ideas for a moment, but, as v’e can hear and do 
nothing till we get to Rotorua, suppose wc agree to 
put off the mention of terrible things which may never 
come to pass, and enjoy what time we have among 
these lovely terraces.” 

“After all,” .she said, as a smile rippled over her 
expressive countenance, effacing for the moment every 
trace of depre.ssion, “ perhaps it is the better way. Life 
is short at the best, and we need not cloud it more 
than we can help. We are now close to Tarav^'era, 
in some respects the most wonderful place of the 
whole collection. Lsn’t there a peculiar grandeur 
about it ? The name means ‘ burnt cliffs.’ Look- at 
the rocky bluffs, shaded by those beautiful pointtus! 
That is Tarawera Mountain, with a crown of trees. 

M 
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And see, that is our path that leads to Rotomahana, 
by the .south .shore of the lake.” 

“We have now,” said Warwick, “about ten miles 
to travel before we reach Rotomahana. The path is 
well marked but steep, and a fair climb.” 

The famous lake, when reached, was to Massinger 
somewhat disappointing. It owed nothing to mere 
extent or picturesque surroundings—a verdant-appear¬ 
ing sheet of water, with marshy shores, surrounded by 
treeless hills, covered with low-growing fern. But its 
marvels were strongly in evidence. Its title to dis¬ 
tinction rests upon its high temperature and intense, 
incessant thermal activity. Boiling water on either 
shore issues from the soil. Pools of hot mud were 
frequent in the marshes; gas-bubbles in the open 
lake indicated a higher temperature near certain 
parts. There it was dangerous to bathe (according 
to Warwick), though at no great distance the water 
was merely lukewarm. Springs of various characters 
abounded, totally different from each other—alkaline, 
saline, arsenical, sulphurous. The feathered tribes of 
swimmers and waders, protected by the tribe until 
the appointed season, were in flocks innumerable, 
various of size, hue, and habit. The splendid pukeha 
(Porphyria milanotus), the graceful toi'ea, or oyster- 
eater (Hcematopns piccatiis), the beautiful white-necked 
“ paradise ” duck, with countless congeners, held high 
revel, after the manner of their kind. 

I lerc might one fancy that one of great Nature’s 
laboratories had been arrested until its beneficent 


purpo.se was fulfilled ; that, until the missing cycle 
of centuries had rolled by. some high and glorfeus 
development of the Almighty Hand had been delayed; 
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that vain man had intruded upon the scene, with his 
accustomed assurance, before the creative scheme had 
been declared complete. 

As the little group stood on Te Terata, or 
“tattooed rock,” projecting with terraced marble steps 
into the lake, Massinger held his breath in wonder 
and admiration while the glories of this unequalled 
pageantry of the elements broke upon his senses. Earth 
and air, fire and water, were here represented in strange 
propinquity and hitherto unknown combinations. 

A hundred feet above them, on the slope of the 
fern-clad hill, they came to a huge boiling caldron, 
enclosed in a crater with walls forty feet high, oiren 
only on the lake side. The basin, spring-fed, is 
nearly a hundred feet long, and more than half as 
wide. Brimful was it with translucent water, which, in 
that snow-white incrustated basin, was of an intense 
turquoise blue. Cloud-ma.sses of steam, reflecting the 
lovely colour and confining the view, while enhancing 
the effect, were pierced with the cea.seless sounds, which 
are almost cries, of the tormented water. The silicious 
deposit presented the appearance of a cataract, which, 
dashing itself over a succession of gradually lowered 
platforms, has been suddenly turned into stone. The 
effect has been deliciously rendered by Mr. Domett 
in his glorious poem, “ Ranulph and Amohia” — 

A cataract, carved in Parian stone. 

Or any purer substance known. 

Agate or milk-white chalcedon, 

Its showering snow cascades appear. 

Long ranges bright of stalactite. 

And sparry frets and fringes white, 

Thick falling plenteous, tier on tier, 

Its crowding stairs.” 
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The silicates deposited from the ever-flowing water 
had formed on the slope a succession of terraces of 
purest white imaginable, such as no Parian marble 
could surpass—delicate, pure, polished as of glass, 
the lines of traceiy like the finest lace, the colouring 
of a lustre and variety unique and unparalleled. 

The system of terraces and basins covered several 
acres. Centuries, nay aeons, must have been required 
for the slow accumulation of these exquisite forma¬ 
tions. Commencing at the lake with shallow basins, 
while farther up, the higher terraces, from three to 
six feet high, are formed by a number of semicircular 
stages varying in height. Each has a raised margin, 
from which the slender stalactites hang down upon 
the lower stage, encircling one or more basins, filled 
with water of the pure.st, most resplendent blue. 
The smaller cups represent so many natural baths, 
which connoisseurs of the most refined luxury could 
scarce have equalled—of different size and depth, too, 
with every degree of temperature. 

On reaching the highest terrace, they arrived at an 
extensive platform, upon which were other basins of 
temperature equally high. 

A rocky island, covered with ferns and lycopodiums, 
enabled them to view at ease the steaming water of 
the caldron, and to mark the varying colours and strong 
effects—the virgin white, the turquoise blue, the vivid 
green of the surrounding vegetation, the crude red 
of the bare walls of the crater, with the whirling 
clouds of steam, the delicate shapes of the pure 
marble-seemkig stalactites, the incrustated branches, 
with every leaf and twig snow white, all combined 
in phantasmal, unearthly beauty. 
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“What do you think of my country now?” said 
Erena, as they stood side by side, gazing at this 
enchanted scene. 

“ The most marvellous play of light and colour that 
my eyes ever rested on," said he. “ I shall recall it to 
my dying day. It is a privilege to have lived through 
such an experience. Our old friend of the Arabian 
Nights uses the only forms of description that can 
approach it.” 

“ I have been here more than once,” said Erena, 
“but I never felt its charm so keenly as on this 
occasion. My father has a poetic soul and much 
scientific knowledge ; he carefully explained to me 
its various beauties. But he was of opinion that 
some day a tremendous convulsion would take place 
and ruin all these glories for ever.” 

“What a dreadful idea! I am afraid you must 
have inherited a turh for prophesying evil. I must 
confess, however, that these imprisoned fire-spirits, 
whatever they are, must have very little of the Maori 
nature in them, if they let us off without a burst up. 
And now, I suppo.se, it is ‘ Hey for Rotorua!' ” 

“ I fear .so,” said the girl, with a half-sigh. “ This 
fairylike wayfaring is too pleasant to last. We may 
hear news at Rotorua which will alter your plans.” 

“ My plans are quite unfi.xed at present; but if war 
breaks out it is hard to say what one may have to 
do. I dare say I shall be in the thick of it.” 

“ We must not forget that the pink terrace is yet 
to be seen, and we may never have another oppor¬ 
tunity of seeing it together.” 

“ I feel as if my mind would not contain any 
more of wonder and admiration, but we dare not 
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leave any of the wonders of this unearthly region 
unexplored.” 

Together, then, leaving Warwick to arrange for an 
early morning departure, they watched the great 
fountain of ” Otuka-puarangi,” on the west side of 
the lake, di.scharge his azure overflow into a series 
of terraces and basins. The fountain sprang from a 
platform sixty feet above the lake and a hundred 
yards long. The flooring on the terraces was of a 
delicate pink hue ; hence their name. In the back¬ 
ground was the great hot spring, a caldron of forty 
to fifty feet in diameter, its naked walls, like the first 
seen, coloured red, white, and yellow. At the foot 
of the terraces they saw the great solfa-terra Te 
Whaka-tara-tara. 

The three principal personages remained in converse 
long after the usual time of separation. The night 
was fine, and the surroundings were foreign to the idea 
of early repose. The sounds of the fire-breathing 
agencies, above and below, grew more distinct in the 
hush of night. An occasional steam jet shooting into 
the air appeared like an emissary sent to warn of 
apjiroaching danger. 

" I should like to have seen the terraces by night,” 
.said Massinger, “but it is not a country for late 
travelling.” 

“No, indeed,” said Warwick; “a false step, a 
stumble into the wrong pool, has before now cost a 
man his life. I once saw a poor dog .scalded to 
death in a moment. I think you will find Rotorua and 
the Valley of Geysers sufficiently interesting. If you 
care for Maori legends, you should ask Erena to tell 
you the tale of her ancestress, the beautiful Hinemoa.” 
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“ What a pretty name ! And was she an ancestress 
of yours ? What did she do to acquire immortality ? 
—for I have heard her name, as a heroine, without 
being told the legend.” 

“ When we reach Rotorua, I will show you Mokoia, 
the island to which she .swam,” said Erena, with a 
smile. "Also the point Wai-rere-wai on the mainland, 
from which .she started ; besides the hot .spring which 
she reached, close to her lover’s village. It is a long 
swim, but I suppose the girls of her day were more 
accu.stomcd to the water than we arc now.” 

* » » 

The third day was nearing its close when the 
little i)arty, having skirted the three-cornered deep 
blue lake of Taka-tapu, threaded the tangled forests 
over the Waipa plain, and ascended the bare hills 
of the range which looks on Rotorua. The lake, 
gleaming in the sunlight, lay beneath them, with the 
fumaroles, steam-hammers, and geysers of Whaka- 
rewa-rewa in full blast. 



CHAPTER VIII 

It was decided to camp on the border of the lake 
between the villa^^e of Ohinemutu, where the old 
historic pah, with its grim carven giants of the 
Wharepuni, looks frowningly down upon the little 
Roman Catholic chapel. Clouds of .steam arose in 
all directions above tliem, while the scattered jsools 
exhibited the jiervading warmth combined with 
sulphur fumes. 

“ We are now on historic ground,” said Warwick ; 
“for, without counting Hinemoa—there is her island 
—all manner of legends abound ; some of them horrible 
enough in all con.sciencc, ghastly to a degree,” he 
continued, gazing acro.ss the lake. " Mokoia looks 
peaceful enough now, with .scarcely a hundred people 
on it all told. Yet what tales tho.se rocks could 
tell! The island was a grand resort for the tribe in 
the days before gunpowder. In war-time they could 
paddle over from this side, and defy any enemy that 
had arrived on foot. There was no \vaterway to 
Rotorua. However, Hongi-ika-kai-tangata taught 
them a les.son.” 

“ What was that } ” 

“When the tribe retired there, as usual, they did 
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not reckon on an unexpected' move of the fiercest 
and most crafty chief of his day, and that is saying 
a good deal if all tales be true.” 

“ How did he get over without boats ; for I take 
it they didn’t leave any canoes on the hither side " 

“ Of course not. But he had plenty of man-power ; 
.so, after sacking the Arawa .stronghold (in 1823) on 
the east coast, he dragged his fleet of canoes across 
by a road which he made to Lake Rotoiti, and, 
entering Rotorua, appeared with liis fleet before the 
a.stoni.shed lake tribe.s. He made straight for Mokoia, 
fell upon them with his customary ferocity, and, carry¬ 
ing all before him, put to death all who escaped the 
first assault. Of the whole seven hundred of the 
Arawa, not one is said to have escaped.” 

“ What a tragedy ! But, of course, such stratagems 
belonged to the accepted method of warfare of the 
period ” 

“Yes,” assented Warwick. “Almost where we 
stand now a chief’s widow killed in cold blood (with 
the tribe and the mi.ssion school children looking on) 
a woman taken in war, as an offering to the memoiy 
of her husband. The missionary in vain attempted 
to prevent the sacrifice, the poor victim appealing 
piteously to some relative to help her. But the 
good man only endangered his own life, and did not 
succeed in saving hers. At Matamata, Te Waharoa’s 
great fortress, when he was besieged by the Ngapuhi 
under Tareha, he made an unexpected sortie, and, 
capturing several prisoners, crucified them on the tall 
posts of the pah —^just like those you see there—in 
the very sight of their friends, who retired in con¬ 
fusion. But I see Erena coming this way, so I mu.st 
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stop these blood-curdling stories; she has a strong 
dislike to them.” 

While their appointed camp was being made ready, 
they were taken by Warwick to the site of the Lost 
Village, the .scene of the extinction of a lutpti of the 
tribe as sudden and complete as the de.struction of 
that of Tc Heu Hou. 

They stood on a point of land running into the 
lake. It vvas floored with masses of pumice-stone, 
which the waves had worn into strange and fanta.stic 
shapes. Here had been the encampment. The sites 
of the dwellings, by no means unsubstantial, were 
marked by walls, of wliich the lower sttjnes only 
remained. The apertures showed where the entrances 
had been. On one fatal night the whole promontory 
sank downwards, drowning the sleepers, and sub¬ 
merging for ever the homes where generations had 
lived and died. 

Arrived at the camp, all things wore a most cheerful 
aspect. The chief, according to Maori custom with 
distingui.shed vi.sitors, had .sent down cooked food, 
mats, and other gifts, intimating through a me.s.senger 
that he would be pleased to receive a visit from the 
pakeha rangatira at his convenience on the morrow. 

Erena arranged to abide with her friends or 
relations until the morrow. Tlie humbler natives 
asked leave of Warwick to bestow themselves in the 
village, while the sullen Ngarara, who had of late 
remained among the rank and file, announced his 
intention of coming for his pay in the morning, and 
terminating his engagement there and then. 

Warwick displayed no surprise at this announce¬ 
ment, but told him that he might have his pay at 
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once. This offer he accepted, and departed with ill- 
concealed satisfaction. 

“ I am not sorry to get clear of him," he said ; " he 
is a dangerous brute, and for some reason has taken 
a dislike to both of us. I can sec it in his face. I 
had a hint, too, from one of the women not to trust 
him.” 

“What earthly reason can he have } He has been 
treated fairly all the way.” 

“ Its hard to saj'. Maoris arc like other people, 
good and bad. I hope there will be no war-scare 
till we get to Auckland, at any rate. He might take 
the occasion to do you a bad turn ; so it will be well 
to be on your guard.” 

“ Perhaps he will get as good as he brings,” said 
Massinger, with the careless confidence of youth. " I 
shall keep my powder dry, at any rate.” 

It was late before the two men .separated for the 
night. Warwick was led into legendary lore, of which 
he had a prodigious quantity. I le told so many tales 
of battle, murder, and .sudden death, that the Engli.sh- 
man dreamed of cannibal fea.sts, sieges, and pitched 
battles, with all manner of disquieting incidents, so 
that the sun had risen when ho awakened after a 
broken night’s rest. 

His attendants were already in waiting, and before 
he had finished breakfast lirena arrived, looking fresh 
and animated. She had made .some slight alteration 
in her dress, and had placed some of the beautiful 
feathers of the huia in her hair. Altogether, there 
was a change in her mien, a .sparkle in her expre.ssive 
eyes, a lightness in her step, an added tone of cheer¬ 
fulness, which Massinger could hardly account for. 
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He could not avoid remarking upon it. “You 
are surely not pleased at our parting, Erena?” he 
said. “Warwick and I must start for Auckland 
almost at once.” 

“ So .soon ? ” .she .said. “ I hoped you might find 
something to intere.st you here for a few days. There’s 
nothing so beautiful as Te Terata or Rotomahana; 
still, there are strange things here too.” 

“ It mu.st all depend upon our news of the war. 
It would be unwi.se to linger here after real fighting 
has commenced.” 

“ I would not have you do it for the world,” said 
she. “ But I have a reason for not wishing you to 
return before Monday which I cannot tell you now. 
You will trust me, will you not 

The girl’s deej) eyes seemed to glow with unusual 
lustre as .she made this appeal, .stretching forth her 
hands pleadingly, while her li]) ejuivered as .she looked 
at him with a wistful expre.ssion he had never noticed 
before. 

“ I dare say you know best,” he said ; “ and after 
all your kindness I could not refuse you anything. 
But really this life is too pleasant—too much in the 
way of holiday-making. I must begin to do .some of 
the work for which 1 came .so far.” 

“You need not fret your.sclf over that part of it,” 
she said. "You will have plenty of time to do all 
that is necessary. Many Englishmen come out to 
buy land, but they all wish they had waited before 
investing their money.” 

“You only tell me what my friends said in Auck¬ 
land,” he answered. “ I am sure your advice is good. 
And now for our friend the Ariki of the lake tribes.” 
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Being joined by Warwick, they walked forw'ard to 
the spot where the chief had located himself. He 
was surrounded by the elders of the tribe, as well as 
by a considerable body of natives, among whom 
Massinger noticed the ill-omened countenance of 
Ngarara. 

“ That 'dlow has been talking to the natives,” said 
Warwick, "and whatever he has .said, it is against us; 
I can sec by the chief’s face. I am glad that Erena 
is with us ; she has great weight with the tribe.” 

The chief received them with a .show of civility, 
but was evidently on his guard, as having had his 
suspicions aroused. He was anxious to know for what 
rea.son Massinger had travelled to Taupo and Rotorua 
after having come so far over the great sea. 

'■ The pakeha is fond of .strange sights. 1 le has 
never .seen anything like Te Terata before, and was 
most anxious to visit Rotorua, of which he had heard 
much ; akso to pay his respects to the chief Hika-iro, 
of whom he was told before he left Auckland.” 

“ A word has been brought to me that the pakeha 
has come to .see the nga hvi (the tribes), and to bring 
back to the man who rides at tlie head of the .soldiers 
and to the Mata Kawana the names of the men that 
can be found for war in Rotorua.” 

" All untrue. This pakeha dislikes war, and only 
fights when men insult him. He de.sires to return to 
Auckland now that he has seen Te Terata, v\ here he 
will buy land from the Maoris—perhajis set up a 
ivkarc-kako.” 

"The pakeha’s words are good, but who will say 
that they are straight ? He may return to Waitemata, 
and tell the man who rides in front of the soldiers 
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with red clothes that the pah at Rotorua is old and 
has rotten timbers, so that it would be easy for the 
men with red coats and the men with blue ones to 
take it. Why is the daughter of Mannering among 
the women who are bearing burdens for the pakcha } 
Will .she follow him, and plant kumeras in his fields } ” 
“ She will .speak for herself,” .said Erena, stepping 
forward with flashing eyes and .scornful mien. “ If 
my father were here he would teach that evil-minded 
man”—pointing to Ngarara—“to speak with re.spect 
of his daughter. What can he say ^ Have I not a 
right to walk in the same company as this pakeha. • 
any other Is not the daughter of a war-chief free to 
choose her friends } Has not that always 'i. .he 
law and the custom of the Arawa ? ” 

Here there was a murmur of as.sent among th-' 
spectators, particularly from the side w here th wom'-” 
of the tribe were assembled, while contemptuou.s look;- 
were directed at Ngarara, who stood with lowering 
countenance, unable to face the withering scorn with 
which the indignant maiden regarded him. 

Here Warwick took up the argument, not un¬ 
reasonably considering that the ju.st anger of the 
girl might carry her beyond the limits of prudence, 
as she .stood, with burning eyes and heaving bosom, 
ready to invoke the wrath of the gods upon the head 
of the traitor who had dared to misinterpret her 
motives. He pointed out that she had joined the 
party with the express sanction of the great chief of 
the Ngapuhi, whose written authority and safe conduct 
she held ; that the other natives, male and female, 
had been hired for the expedition on liberal terms; 
that they had been already paid in part (here he 
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pointed to certain articles of apparel and ornament 
which they had lost no time in purchasing in Ohine- 
mutu) ; that Ngarara, also, who had proved ungrateful 
and mischievous—“slave-like” and “a liar” were the 
Maori terms—had benefited by the pakeha’s liberality ; 
he had been paid in full. Here he named the sum, 
and pointed to a new hat, which the disloyal one had 
incautiously bought for himself. Upon him the eyes 
of the whole assembly wore at once turned, and his 
countenance changed as a murmur of disapproval 
arose. Finally, the pakeha had assured him that he 
would send his friends from beyond the sea to sec 
'ondens of Te Terata and Rotorua ; they would 
ng trade and spend money like water for the benefit 
of the Arawa and the Ngapuhi. 

laving thus spcjkeii, using no mean quality of the 
s,...torica. power which is a natural gift of the Maori 
race, he produced Waka Nene’s jiassport. This the 
chief (fortunately cme of tho.se who, like that veteran, 
had been taught to read and write by the early mi.s- 
sionaries) perused with attention, while the whole 
tribe gazed with awe and reverence at the mysterious 
paper—the wTitten word ; the magic scroll! How 
often the herald of fate ! 

In this case, however, a triumphant success followed 
the perusal of the few linc;s in the handwriting, and 
signed with the name, of the great chief of the Ngapuhi, 
who, with more than a thousand warriors at his back, 
had formerly raided the Waikato and the Ngatimaru, 
carrying war and devastation through the length of 
the land. 

“ It is enough,” he said, handing back the paper 
to Warwick. “The pakeha is a great rangatira. He 
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is the friend of Waka Nene, who sent Erena to 
him the great fountain and the hot breath of Ruapehu; 
he is now the friend of Hika-iro and all the lake 
tribes. As for you”—turning to Ngarara—“you are 
a bad man, a kuri, a tntce. Go! ” 

The discomfited Ngarara slunk away, pursued 
by groans and hisses from the converted crowd, who, 
as is usual in such cases, were more vehement in their 
anger in proportion to the feeling of distrust which 
had marked their first impressions. 

Peace having been restored, and the enemy routed 
with loss and dishonour, there remained no reason 
why Massinger should not devote the few days 
that remained to the exploration of this fa.scinating 
province of the wonderland. Rarely did the weather 
in that portion of the island remain .steadfa.st to “set 
fair ” for so many successive days as in thi.s halcyon 
time. 

Whether it was the e.xcitement of the coining 
strife, which he could see by the manner of Warwick 
and P>ena that they expected, the physical exhilara¬ 
tion produced by the medicated atmosphere, the 
asscxiiation with the half-savage race, who now seemed 
ready to bow dov\ n before him almost with adoration, 
—one of these causes, or the whole combined, certainly 
found him in a condition of spiritual exaltation such 
as he had never before experienced, and in vain 
e.ssayed to comprehend. 

“After all," he told him.self, "it will be my last 
holiday for months, possibly for years. I shall never, 
perhaps, have such another ideal wandering through 
a ‘ londc of faerye,’ certainly never again have ‘ .so 
fair a spirit to be my minister.’ A region of marvels 
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magic, a tribe of simple children of nature, ready 
to do my bidding! In this life of ours, so sad and 
mysterious at times, such conditions cannot last; why. 
then, should not one frankly accept a fragment of 
Arcadia ? ” 

He lost no time in communicating his change of 
plan to Erena, whose features wore so radiant a smile 
at the announcement that he saw in it the fullest 
confirmation of the wisdom of his decision. 

“ I am so glad,” .she said, “ that you are going to 
honour wjj' country, }/ij’ tribe, by your last visit among 
them. I was born here, have swum and jiaddled in 
the lake since I could walk ; and though my father 
changed our abode to Hokianga, and dwelt there 
latterly, I have alw'ays loved Rotorua best in my 
heart.” 

For the next few days they roamed over the lakes 
and woods, the hills and dales, of tliis enchanted 
ground in unfettered companionship and joyous con¬ 
verse. They went in a canoe to Hinemoa’s Isle, 
rowed by two Maori girls, and beheld the bath whicli 
bears her name to this da>^ They saw the beach on 
which stood the dtxjmed Arawas, confident in the 
pow'cr of their hitherto inviolate wave. Here had they 
fallen ; here had the cannibal feast, with all its horrid 
accompaniments, been held ; here, where the grass grew 
thick and wild flowers waved to the very margin of 
the peaceful lake, had assailants and defenders waded 
in blood amid the dead and the dying. 

And yet now how' calm, how peaceful, was the 
historic water, how tranquil were all things, how 
happily flowed on the village life! Who could liave 
believed that such horrors were transacted in this fairy 

N 
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isle, where now the voices of children at play, the 
crooning, low-voiced song of the girls, as they plaited 
the flax mats or made with deft fingers the neat 
provision-baskets, were the only sounds that met the 
ear ? 

Together they climbed the rocky summit of the 
island, and viewed the strangely compounded land.scape, 
heard the dire sounds as of groans and murmurings 
of imprisoned fire-spirits, while from time to time an 
impatient geyser in the haunted valley of Whaka- 
rewarewa would fling itself in cloud and steam heaven¬ 
wards with wilde.st fury. 

Together they stood before the curious stone image, 
sacred under penalty of awful doom in the minds of 
the simple people, as having been brought in an an¬ 
cestral canoe from the lialf-mythical Hawaiki in the 
dim traditionary exodus of the race. Together they 
forced their canoes up the glittering channel of 
Hamurama, and held their hands in the ice-cold 
fountain at its source, where it flows bubbling out of 
the breast of the fern-clad hill. 

The moon was slowly rising over the dark range 
of Matawhaura as the)' left the further shore to return 
to Ohinemutu. The air was delicious, the lake a 
mirrored water-plain, across which the moonbeams 
.showed silver-gleaming pathways, as if leading to 
other happy isles. The paddles of the Maori girls 
dipped softly into the placid water as the canoe stole 
silently across the lake’s broad bosom. 

“On .such a night as this,’’ said Ma.ssinger, “it 
would be most appropriate for you to tell, and for 
me to listen to, the legend of Ilinemoa.’’ 

“ It is a silly tale at best,” answered Erena, with 
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a tone half of sadness, half of playfulness, in her 
voice—“a tale of woman’s love and man’s fidelity. 
They had better fortune in those old days.” 

“And, of course, nowaday.s,” said Ma.ssinger, “there 
can be almost no love and less fidelity.” 

“ The pakeha is wrong,” said one of the girls, as 
they rested on their paddles, evidently anxious not 
to miss Erena’s version of the legend (like that of 
Antar among the Arabs), ever new and deepening in 
interest with every generation—“ the jiakcha is wrong ; 
girls’ love is just the same as ever it was. It is 
always fresh, like the foliage of the pohutn kmva, with 
its beautiful red flowers. It does not fade and fall 
off, like the leaves of the trees the pakeha brought to 
the land.” 

“ Hu.sh, Torca ! ” said Erena ; “you must not talk 
.so to this pakeha. lie is a great rangatira. And 
besides, you cannot know.” 

“ Do I not } ” answered the forc.st maiden. “ If he 
is a rangatira, he will know too. But are you going 
to tell us the TaUtia ? ” 

“ To stop your mouth, perhaps I had better; so 
I will begin. You must know that there was a 
young chief called Tutanekai, who resided with his 
family on this island of Mokoia. He was handsome 
and brave, but because of certain circumstances, and 
being a younger son, he was neither of high rank nor 
consideration in his tribe. He was, however, gifted 
in various ways, which made the young women of the 
tribe look favourably upon him. He was fond of 
music. On account of this, he and his friend Tiki 
constructed a .stage or balcony on the slope of the 
hill there, which he called Kaiw’eka. There they used 
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to sit in the evenings, while Tutanekai played on a 
trumpet and his friend upon a flute, the soft notes of 
which were wafted across the lake to the village of 
0 -whata, where dwelt Hinemoa. 

“Now, Hinemoa was the most beautiful maiden 
in the tribe, and her reputation had travelled far. All 
the young men had paid court to her, but could get 
no mark or sign of favour. Among her admirers was 
Tutanekai, but he was not certain of his feelings being 
returned, and had not dared to pay her attention 
openly. So he used, lover-like, to breathe his woes 
into his melodious instrument; and night after night, 
as he and his friend sat on their balcony, the tender 
melancholy notes of the lover’s trumpet floated over 
the lake, and were audible amid the sighs of the 
evening breeze and the plashing of the waves on the 
shore. 

"After many moons, and when the summer was 
advanced, he found means to send a message to her 
by a woman of her hapu, to whom Hinemoa answered, 

‘ Have we both, then, had such thoughts of each 
other And from that time she began to think 
daily of the love which had sprung up in her heart 
for Tutanekai, and to wander about by herself, and 
refuse food and company, after the manner of love¬ 
sick maidens. All her friends and relations began to 
say, ‘ What has happened to Hinemoa—she who was 
formerly so gay ? ’ They also noticed that Tutanekai 
shunned the company of the young men, save only 
of his heart’s brother, Tiki. Her feelings at length 
became so uncontrollable, that if there had been a 
canoe she would have paddled over to the point where 
her lover’s trumpet, like the voice of the sea Atua 
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which none may disobey and live, seemed to draw her 
very heartstrings towards his abode on Mokoia. But 
her friends, thinking of this, had secured all the 
canoes. 

“So it happened that on one warm night, when 
the moon was nearly full, she resolved in her heart 
what to dp. She tied together six empty gourds to 
float around her, lest she might become faint before 
she reached the island, and softly slid into the lake 
near this very point, Wai-rerekai, which we are now 
approaching, and as often as she felt tired she floated 
with the help of the gourds. At last, when nearly 
exhausted, she reached the rock near the warm spring, 
which is still known by her name. Here she bathed 
and rested, also warmed herself, as she was trembling 
all over, partly from cold, and jjartly at the thought 
of meeting Tutanekai. 

“While the maiden was thus warming henself in 
the hot spring, Tutanekai felt Ihir.sty, and .sent a .slave 
to bring him water. So this slave went to the lake 
close to where Hinemoa was, and dipped in a calabash. 
The maiden, being frightened, called out to him in 
a gruff voice like a man’s, ‘ Who is that water for 1 ’ 
He replied, ‘ It is for Tutanekai.’ ‘ Give it to me, 
then,' said Hinemoa. Having finished drinking, .she 
purposely threw down the calabash and broke it. 
The slave went back, and told Tutanekai that a man 
in the bath had broken it. This occurred more than 
once. Then Tutanekai in a rage went down to the 
bath, and .searching about, caught hold of a hand. 
‘Who is this ’ said he. ‘It is I, Hinemoa.’ So 
they w'ere married, and lived happily,” said Ercna, 
concluding rather abruptly. “ Oh, the next trouble 



i82 


WAR TO THE KNIFE 


CHAP. 


which occurred was that Tiki, the friend of Tutanekai’s 
heart, grew ill and like to die because he had no wife, 
after being deprived of his friend and heart’s brother. 
However, he was consoled with the hand of Tupe, 
the young sister of Tutanekai, and all was joy and 
peace.” 

At this happy cntling the two Maori girls clapped 
their hands and .shouted, “ Kapai, Kapai!" till the 
lake-.shore echoed again. Then dashing in their 
paddles, they rowed with such power and pace that 
they were .soon landed at the legendary point of rock 
whence Hinemoa, love-guided, tempted the night, the 
darkne.s.s. and the unknown deeps. 

*«»♦** 

The allotted days passed all too quickly. They 
had wandered through the forest aisles and silent 
over-arching glades of Tikitapu ; had stood on the 
saffron-hued flooring of Sulphur Point; had revelled 
in the life-renewing waters of the “ Rachel ” and the 
“ Priest’s ” hot springs, whence all who bathe in faith 
i.ssue cured of earthly ailments. The Oil Bath, the 
Blue Bath, the Spout Bath were successively tested, 
until, as it seemed to Massinger, he had acquired a 
new skin, almost a new sou! and body, so exalted 
.seemed every motion of sense and spirit. 

At Whaka-rewa-rcv\ a the great Pohutu Geyser, with 
its eruptive column of steam and water, nearly eighty 
feet in height, had been visited ; also the grim and 
terrible Brain Pot. unknowing of the tragedy of which 
it was to be the scene, concluding with the dread and 
noisome Dantean valley redolent of the sights and 
sounds of the Inferno, even Tikitere. 

But one more day remained, and the trio were 
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engaged in debate as to the manner in which it 
should be spent, so as to compress the greatest possible 
enjoyment into the “grudging hours,” when a party 
of natives was observed to come through the fern- 
covered flat between Whaka-rewa-rewa and the lake, 
and at once proceed to the carved house. Here a 
number of the tribe, including the chief and certain 
elders, at once assembled. 

“ News of importance,” said Warwick. “ Something 
is in the wind ; I mu.st go over and see.” 

There was no doubting the fact that highly im¬ 
portant intelligence had been received. The whole 
tribe was astir, and buzzing like a swarm of angry 
bees. When Warw'ick- returned his face was grave 
and anxiou.s. 

“ As I feared,” he said. “ The Governor has been 
obstinate in the wrong place ; he would not give way 
in the case of the Waitara block. Blood has been 
.shed. The Waikato tribes are ma.ssing their men, 
and threaten to attack Taranaki. War is declared. 
Outlying settlers have been killed. There is no going 
back now.” 

“ This looks .serious indeed,” .said Massinger, not, 
however, without a certain alertness of manner which 
showed that the romance of war was uppermost 
in his mind. “ What is to be done 1 or where mu.st 
we go ? ” 

“ It has come at last; I was certain that it would,” 
said Ercna. “ What a tcrrilile thing it is that men 
should be so foolish, so selfi.sh! But we must do 
something, and not talk about it. I am for making 
across to Hokianga, and must go and prepare at 
once.” 
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“ Her idea is a good one,” said Warwick, as the 
girl ran down to her end of the camp and called up 
her women. “We can get over to Horaki and go 
down the river by boat. The neighbourhood will be 
quiet as yet. We can trust the Ngapuhi, with Waka 
Nene to keep them steady, to be loyal to England. 
He never wavered in Hoke’s war, and is not likely 
to do so now. We must take leave of this chief, 
and get away without loss of time. But who comes 
now—with a following, too This looks like a 
tana." 

Here a fresh excitement arose, while shouts of 
" Haere mail” and other words of welcome, more 
strongly emphasized than usual, denoted the arrival 
of a personage of importance. A comparatively large 
body of men, well armed, and superior to the ordinary 
natives of the district in height and warlike appear¬ 
ance, had come in sight. They marched regularly, 
and as they came up, all carrying muskets and 
cartridge-pouches, they presented a highly effective 
and martial appearance. Their leader was a white 
man. 

At this moment Ercna, who had been busied with 
her female attendants, reappeared. The moment she 
caught sight of the contingent she uttered a cry of joy, 
and, turning to Massinger, said— 

“ This is indeed most fortunate. We shall have no 
more trouble about routes. Yonder is my father. Let 
us go to meet him.” 

As she .spoke Massinger noticed that the leader 
of the party, after a few words of greeting to the 
chief, had turned in their direction, and commenced 
to 'Walk slowly tow'ards them. As they approached 
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one another, Erena seemed anxious to explain to him 
the fact of her father’s appearance at Rotorua at this 
particular time. 

“ He has, no doubt, had news of the likelihood of 
war, and has been to some portion of the tribe at a 
distance on some message for Waka Nene. He ranks 
as a war chief in the tribe since the old w'ar, and has 
much influence.” 

By the time the explanation was concluded they 
were almost face to face, and Massinger was enabled 
to note the appearance and bearing of Allister 
Mannering, perhaps the most remarkable man 
among the by no means inconsiderable number of 
distinguished persons who from time to time had 
elected to cast in their lot with the children of 
Maui. 

Massinger, in later years, always asserted that never 
in his whole life had he been so much impressed by 
the personality of any living man as by the remark¬ 
able individual who now stood before him. Tall 
beyond the ordinary stature of manhood, but of 
matchless symmetry, and moulded not less for activity 
than strength, there was a compelling air of command 
in his eye which every motion confirmed. His e.x- 
pression was grave and stem, but as he approached 
Erena, who ran to meet him, a wave of tenderness 
crossed his features like the ripple on a slumbering 
sea. Then he folded hi.s daughter in his arms with 
every token of paternal fondness. 

Whatever .somewhat belated e.xplanation of the 
position Massinger was arranging in his mind, was 
arrested by the meeting between father and child. 
After a short colloquy Mr. Mannering advanced, arid 
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with perfect courtesy expressed his pleasure in wel¬ 
coming him to Rotorua. 

“ I see that Erena has, with the help of Warwick 
here, done her part in showing you some of our 
wonders. Like her historic ancestress, she has a 
strong will of her own. but had I not the most 
thorough confidence in her prudence, as well as in the 
honour of an English gentleman, you will acknowledge 
that I might have cause for disapproval.” 

Here his steady, searching gaze was fixed full upon 
Massinger, who felt how poor a chance an unworthy 
adventurer would have, .standing thus before him. But 
he mot his accost frankly. 

“ I am indeed gratified to have met you, Mr. 
Mannering,” he made an.swcr. ‘‘ I owe much of the 
charm of this month’s travel and adventure to your 
daughter’s companionship. It will be a lifelong 
memory, I a.ssure you.” 

“You are neither of you to .say any more about 
it,” interjjo.sed ]‘2rena, with a playful air of command, 
hanging on her father's arm and menacing Massinger. 
“ I am sure 1 enjoyed myself very much ; so we are 
all ]jleascd,—which ends that part of the story. But 
oh ! father, is it true that the war has commenced ? If 
so, what are we to do, and how is Mr. Massinger to 
get back to Auckland ? I thought of going straight 
to Hokianga.” 

“ Exactly what we are to do, not later than to¬ 
morrow morning. That is, I am going, you arc going, 
also my tana, whose only prayer is to fall in with 
some of the Waikatos, not more than double their 
number, and have a good old-fashioned bloodthirsty 
battle. They are all men who have grown up since 



VIII IVAH TO THE KNIFE” 187 

Heke’s war, and are spoiling for a fight. As for this 
gentleman’s and Warwick’s movements, they can settle 
them independently. I suggest that they avail them- 
■selves of my escort to Hokianga, whence they can 
easily find a passage to Auckland.” 

“ Nothing could .suit my purpo.se better,” .said 
Massinger. “ I shall feel honoured by your company. 
Warwick will probably return with me.” 

Here the guide nodded assent. 

“That is settled. You will find a hearty welcome 
from our chief, who has returned. I am proud to 
call him my earliest and best friend. So, as you are 
interested in Maori life and customs, you will never 
have a better opportunity of studying them under 
their natural conditions—I mean in time of war.” 

“ In the land and the people I take an interest .so 
deep that it will fade only with my life. Deeds, how¬ 
ever, are more in my line, and by them I trust 
to be judged.” 

“ There is a time coming for all of us,” said Mr. 
Mannering, gravely, “when the valour and wisdom of 
both races will be put to the test. I have no doubt 
of the first. I only hope that the second may not be 
found wanting in the day of trial. And now, if you 
will excu.se me, I must go back and hold diplomatic 
palaver with Hiki-aro, the chief here, and his most 
potent, grave, and reverend seigneurs. My men will 
be off duty, and will amu.se themselves with games 
—mo.st probably a war-dance, which you may like 
to see.” 

“ I have seen one already in Auckland, but I will 
look on.” 

“ And 1 will not" said Erena. “ It is an abominable 
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heathen custom, making these ignorant natives worse 
than they are, and recalling the bad old times 
which every one should be ashamed to speak about. 
I shall pack up and get ready for an early start.” 

" You won’t change ‘ Tangata Maori ’ just yet, my 
dear Erena,” said Mannering. “ This war will throw 
him back a few year.s. Hut I agree with you that 
these old customs should be suffered to die out, and 
as we .shall have ample time to discuss the war on 
the road home, I v\ill reserve mention of it till to¬ 
morrow.” 

So saying, he departed to his tana, who, not 
until he dismissed them, piled their muskets, over 
which, in despite of their friendly relations with 
Rotorua, they set an adequate guard. They w'ere 
soon observed to join their compatriots in a copious 
and hospitable meal provided by the women of the 
tribe. 

‘‘ How relieved I am !” said Warwick, when father 
and daughter had departed on their respective errands. 
“ Nothing could have been more fortunate than 
meeting Mr. Mannering here. IWen in travelling to 
Hokianga, a friendly route, we might have met a 
.skirmishing tana like his own, and, in spite of Waka 
Nene’s passport, would have stood but little show of 
escaping. Maori blood has been shed, as well as 
white, and any murder of stray Europeans or hostile 
natives w'ould be justifiable, according to inter-tribal 
law.” 

“ Then we are safe as far as Hokianga } ” 

“I .should say perfectly so. Mr. Mannering is a 
tower of strength; no single tana dares tackle his. 
His bodyguard are picked men, known to be equal 
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to almost double their number. Then, of course, he 
has the whole Ngapuhi tribe, five thousand strong, at 
his back.” 

“And when we get to this Hokianga, as it is 
called ? Is it a township ? ” 

“ It's a noble river, miles wide near the sea, with 
towns and villages on it. In the grand forests of 
Kauri Totara and other' pine woods within reach, a 
great timber trade has flourished for many years 
past. Sailing-vessels ply between Horaki, Rawini, 
and Auckland, so there will be no difficulty in getting 
back.” 

The ceremonies proper to leave-taking having been 
transacted, the. reinforced party set out for the 
Hokianga, through what are mostly described as 
pathless w oods interspersed with morasses. 

When the march w'as less difficult, and there was 
leisure for conversation, Mannering beguiled the way 
with tales and reminiscences w'hich caused Massinger 
to wonder unceasingly that a man so variously gifted, 
possessed of such social charm, so wide an experience 
of men and books, should have elected to wear out 
his life amid a barbaric race. ” Doubtle.ss,” thought 
he, "this man belongs to the true Viking breed, a 
born leader of men, impatient of the restraints of 
civilization, not to be contented without the quickening 
presence of danger, ‘ the dust of desperate battle,’ the 
savour of blood, even. Such men have always been 
thrown olif, from time to time, by our sea-roving race ; 
have nobly done their parts in subduing for the empire 
the waste places of the earth. His hair is tinged with 
grey, but how springy his long elastic strides, how 
youthful are all his movements, how joyous his laugh. 
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how keen his .sense of humour! An Anax andron — 
a kmg of men, without doubt. No wonder that his 
daughter should have inherited, along with her glorious 
physical perfection, which .she owes in part to her 
mother’s race, the higher intelligence and lofty ideals 
which ennoble ‘the heirs of all the ages, and the 
foremost files of Time! ’ ” 



CHAPTER IX 

"You can inform me, then,” said Massinger, “as to 
the exact manner in which the war commenced,” 

" I fancy 1 can. This Waitara block which you 
have heard about has been the causa belli, in every 
sense of the word. The Governor, egged on by the 
J’rovincial Council of Auckland £ind the land-buying 
party in the General yXssembly, at length consented 
to purchase it from 'J'cira.” 

“ I was told in Auckland that the Governor said 
if a satisfactory title could be given, he would accept 
the offer which Tcira made. That seemed fair 
enough.” 

“ Nothing less so. First of all, because Teira knew 
—no one better—that no living native had a right to 
sell an area of tribal land. There are always scores 
of claimants to .such blocks, the con.sent of all of 
whom was necessary. And after and above all this, 
Te Rangitake, as the Ariki (High Prie.st and spiritual 
head) of the tribe, had an unquestioned right to 
forbid the sale.” 

“ How, then, did Teira come to sell the land ? ” 

“Because he was certain of payment of so much 
ready money down, and had an old grudge against 
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Te Rangitake. With the Government behind him, 
he argued, they would be able to force through 
the bargain. He either did not count on the stub¬ 
born resistance of the tribe, or, more likely, did not 
care. 

“ Me seems to have acted treacherously to his 
own people and dishonestly towards us.” 

“ Precisely. But no people on earth are more 
reckless of consequences than these. Still, Colonel 
Browne was distinctly wrong in acccj>ting a disputed 
title. His former opinion, from which he unluckily 
receded, was (as he wrote to Lord Caernarvon). 
‘ That the immediate consequences of any attempt 
to acquire Maori lands without previously e.vtinguish- 
ing the native title to the .satisfaction of all having 
an interest in them would be a universal outbreak, in 
which many innocent Kuropcans would perish, and 
colonization be indefinitely retarded.’ Of course, the 
Europeans coveted these lands, and were determined 
to get them by hook or by crook.” 

" Then what would you have advised ” 

” The mi.schicf is done now. The rebellion must 
be put down or the tribes pacified. No easy task, 
as you will see. Still, a public trial and full exami¬ 
nation of the title of Teira would have sati.sfied 
Rangitake and the tribes. Teira’s title was bad, as 
every Maori in the island knows, and every English¬ 
man must confess, who is not interested in land or 
politics.” 

“ But a war would ha(ve been certain to come at 
some time between the races.” 

“ Possibly; but it should not have been entered 
upon to laolster up a wrong and an injustice.” 
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“ Will it spread, do you think ? ” 

“ I fully believe that it will. The Waikatos will 
join, unless I am misinformed—a powerful tribe, well 
armed, and with numbers of younfj men w'ho have 
imt been able to indulge in tribal fighting lately, and 
are naturally eager for battle.” 

“ Arc they, then, so devoted to war ? This tribe 
has been exceptionally prosperous, I have heard.” 

“All the more reason. They have ‘waxed fat,’ 
etc., and long to try conclu.sion.s with the white man,, 
As for liking war as an amusement, read the record 
of the last century. It is one long list of stubborn 
and bloody engagements—wars for conquest; wars 
in satisfaction of long-past feuds ; wars in defence ; 
wars of aggression ; wars for ill-timed pleasantries ; for 
all conceivable reasons ; last, not least, for no reason 
at all. Of the Maoris it may be said most truly, as 
Sir Walter Scott of the borderer-— 

‘ Let nobles fijilil for fame ; 

Let v.assals follow where they load. 

Burghers, to guard their ttv- bleed ; 

But 7vay's the Borde-t game.’ 

So most truly is it the Maori’s. Nc.xt to the 
chance of killing his enemy, the chance of being killed 
himself is the mo.st delightful excitement known to 
him. So, you may judge that a force of thi.s character, 
used to gliding through woods like these, unhamp^*d 
by clothing, yet well armed, must be a dangerous 
fd'e.” 

, “So I should think,”‘;8ajd Massinger. “And if 
these Waikatos join the Ngjatiawa and other tribes, 
they will have a considerable force WJiat, fgr 

O 
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instance, is about the number of adult whites in this 
North Island?” 

“In 1849 about six thousand, including nearly half 
as many soldiers; and of natives, say one hundred 
and five thousand.” 

■ “ Then if they choose to combine, they could drive 
us into the sea.” 

“If a really well-organized attack by the whole 
Maori nation was made before the Government could 
get help from abroad, the whites would be something 
in the same position as they were in Hayti when 
the negroes revolted. But it will never come off.” 

“ Why should it not ? ” 

“Becau.se, as in the Great Indian Mutiny, the 
tribes are divided. Some of the older chiefs, men of 
ability and forecast, have always been true to the 
whites, and will remain so—Waka Nene and Patuone, 
with others. Their tribes are powerful, and are, like 
most savage races, ready to join the whites against 
their hereditary enemie.s—.such, by many a bitter 
blood-feud, that time has not weakened.” 

“ I understood from your daughter—you will 
pardon me for referring to it—that you had personally 
assisted the Briti.sh Government in the time of Heke’s 
rebellion.” 

“Yes; I was the fir.st and only white man who 
raised men, and held him and his force in check 
after he had sacked and burned the town of Kororariku. 
We were fighting almost every day for a month till 
the troops arrived. When I proposed to the chief, 
Waka Nene, to oppose Heke, he said he had not 
men enough, but that if I would join him with all I 
could raise, he would turn out. I saw that the fate 
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of the North depended on my answer; Heke was then 
on the march to Hokianga. I agreed. In twenty- 
four hours I had joined the chief, with twice as many 
men as he had, and, as I said before, we found the 
enemy in full employment till the troops came.” 

“ What a glorious opportunity! And yet it is not 
every one who could have taken prompt advanta^ 
of it. I should have been delighted to have been 
in it.” 

Mannering looked with approval at the animated, 
countenance of the speaker as he said— 

“ Waka Nene and I would have been only too glad 
to recruit you and a few more of tlic same stamp.^ 
It was very good fun while it lasted. My friend 
Watcrton came on as soon as ho could get across 
from Hokianga, and was in the thick of it. His 
right-hand man w^as shot dead within a foot of him.” 

Though ordinarily reserved, Massinger, when 
abroad, made a point of conversing with strangers of 
alt callings and both .sexes, in an unstudied fa.shion, 
which often produced unexpected gains. 

He was wont to tell himself that this careless 
comrade.ship was like turning over the leaves of a 
now book. For is not the mind of any human 
creature, could one but catch sight of certain 
cabalistic characters, traced deep in the tablets of 
the inner soul, more exciting, more amazing, more 
comic, more terrible, more instructive than any book 
that ever left printer’s hands ? Yet never, at home 
or abroad, had he encountered a companion like to 
this one. A wonderful admixture of the heroic and 
social attributes ! The reckless courage of a Berserker ; 
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the air of born command which .showed it.self in 
every instinctive motion; the love of danger for its 
own sake, as yet unslakcd by time, by dangerous 
adventures over land and sea; the iron constitution 
which could endure, even enjoy, the privations of 
savage life, joined to an intellect of the highest order; 
speculative, d.aring, fully instructed in the latest 
results of science and sociology, >’ct capable of 
prc.scnting every subject upon wliich he touched in 
a new and original light ; while around the most 
grave issues and important questions played a vein 
of humour, comic or cynical, but irresistibly attractive. 

Massinger had heard of such jrersonages, but had 
assuredly never met one in the flesh before. What 
might such a man not have become, with the favour¬ 
ing conditions which encircle some men’s lives ? A 
great general, an admiral, for he was equally at 
home on land or sea ; a jji imc minister; an ex¬ 
plorer ; a pastoral magnate in the wide areas and 
desolate waste kingdoms of Australia, where a 
thou.sand square miles wave with lu.xuriant vegetation 
during one year, and in the second following arc 
dust and ashes! To any eminence in the wide 
realms of Greater Britain migh.t he not have ascended, 
surrounded by staunch friends and devoted admirers, 
had he chosen to select a career and follow it up 
with the unflinching determination for which he was 
l^rovcrbial! And, thought this Englishman, what 
had he done ? what was he ? A leader of men, 
certainly—a chief in a savage tribe in a scarce known 
island, at the very end of the world, content to live 
^nd die far from the centres of civilization, the home 
of his race, the refinements of art, and intellectual 
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contact with his peers. What an existence, what an 
end, for one who had doubtless started in life with 
high hopes of success and distinction in the full 
acceptation of the word, of honourable command 
and acknowledged eminence ! 

And w'hat had liecn the clog upon the wheel, the 
fateful temptation, the enthralling lure potent to sway 
so strong, so swift a charn[)ion from the path sacred 
to his race, leaving liim towards the close of life 
among shallows and ejuicksands What, indeed ? 
mused he, looking up. And, even as he turned, 
Erena, fresh from an e.xploration to the fords of a 
floodctl stream whicli barretl tlieir jxith, pre.sented 
a living answer to the (jiier)". As she stood in the 
uncertain liglit which struggled through the forest 
glades, her eyes bright witli triumph and her form 
transfigured with the momentary gleam of the sun- 
rays, he could have imagineil her a naiad of old 
Arcadian days, prompt to warn the hero of the 
approacli of danger. .Such must have been her 
mother in the springtime of her beauty, in the year 
when her father, a youthful Ulycs.ses, appeared as a 
gotl newly arisen from the .sea before the Nausicaa 
of the tribe. It was not given to man to resist the 
o'ermastering spell of such a maiden’s love. “ The 
oracle has spoken,” he thought. “ Is it a warning, 
or the knell of fate t ” 

“ I have found the bridge,” she said, her clear tones 
ringing out through the silent woods, joyous with 
girlish triumph. “It was made in the old W'ans, but 
is still .strong. We.stward lies the Hokianga.” 

She led the way by a well-worn path which turned 
at an angle from the ordinary track. 
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“ Here is the bridge! ” she said at length, pausing 
at the bank of a rushing stream, which, swollen by 
rain in the mountain ranges, had in twenty-four hours 
risen many feet above the ordinary ford. “ It is old, 
as you can see, but strong and unbroken still. Over 
this passed the great tribe of the Ngatimaru when 
trfey were fleeing with their women and children in 
Hougi’s time. I could almost firncy that I .sec traces 
of blood on these great beams still. But it will serve 
us as well as it served them. And now we have but 
to cross these wooded hills and we are at Maru- 
noki, my father’s home. I v\elcome you to it in 
advance.” 

Here they were joined by Mr. Manncring and 
Warwick, who had been talking earnestly for some 
time, probably about the war, and the more jircssing 
and now inevitable con.sequence.s. 

“ I could w ish that you had made your appearance 
last year,” said the former, “ when I could have acted 
as cicerone with leisure and effect. After being a 
foe to hurry and bustle all my life, I think it most 
unkind of fate to let me in for w'hat I plainly foresee 
will be a period of disturbance most unsatisfactory to 
all concerned.” 

‘‘ There is nothing which I should have enjoyed 
so much,” replied Ma.ssinger; “but you will agree 
with me that this is no time for dilettante work. I 
shall alw'ays be thankful for the experience I have 
had .so far, with its unfading memories.” 

“And may I ask what you propose to do when 
you reach Auckland ? ” 

They were talking of raising a volunteer corps 
when I left, and-^— ” 
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“ They have already raised one,” interposed Man- 
nering. “ More than that, the militia have been called 
out, and proclamation of martial law made. Te Rangi- 
take’s pah was burnt on the 6th; the boundaries of 
the Waitara block were surveyed the week after under 
military protection. Te Rangitake built another pah 
on the disputed land, and pulled up the surveyors’ 
pegs. On the 17th. Colonel Gold attacked the pah 
with howitzers, after sending a note by Parris, which 
the Maoris refused to read. They returned fire, and 
wounded three men. Next morning a breach was 
made, by which the troops entered, to find the pah 
empty. They were two days destroying a fortifica¬ 
tion put up in one night, and garrisoned by seventy 
Maoris ! ” 

” A bad start, surely ^ ” 

“Yes, as tending to give the tribes confidence in 
their ability to fight white troops—a dangerous lesson, 
as the Governor and his advisers will find out.” 

“ Has further fighting followed } ” 

“ Unfortunately, yes. Two pahs have been built 
at Omata, and three .settlers killed south of Taranaki. 
Te Rangitaka, to do him justice, warned his men not 
to make war on unarmed people. A combined force 
of militia volunteers, .soldiers, and sailors stormed the 
pah at Omatu. So it is a very pretty quarrel as it 
stands.” 

“You have heard this ‘from a sure hand,’ as they 
used to say before post-offices were invented ? ” 

“ My tidings are only too true, I am sorry to say. 
And, in spite of the success of the troops, my opinion 
is that the war has only commenced. If the Waikato 
tribes join, others will be drawn in. It will take years 
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to subdue them thoroughly—years of vast expenditure 
of blood and treasure.” 

“Speaking from your experience of both sides, 
what would you suggest as an alternative policy ? ” 

“Withdrawing from Waitara promptly. Justice 
would be done, and a lasting peace might be secured. 
The Maoris are now the Queen’s subjects, and should 
be treated as such. Just now each .side has .secured 
a tcm])orary advaintagc. With a consistent and 
impartial policy, disaffection v\ould cease. By-and-by 
the nativ'cs will sell their land readily enough ; with 
a minimum itrice established by the Crown and proper 
titles decided by a Land Court, all things would find 
their level. No one will object excej)! land .speculators 
and their allies.” 

"Would not the Government act ev'cn now upon 
your re])resentation.s } ” 

“Hardly. I am afraid th;it I am in the position 
of Wisdom ert ing in the streets. Ikit, to quit ‘ tin- 
arts of war and ])eacc,’ wildly exciting as the subject 
is becoming, here is Maru-noki, our lodge in the 
wildcrnes.s, to which I beg to welcome you In a- tily.” 

They had been pursuing a winding woodland path, 
which at hist conducted them to an eminence belcnv 
which the view, opening out, disclosed a nol)le river. 
Immediately below where they . tood, and near a rude 
but massive wharf, wtis a cottage, built bungalow- 
fa.shion, with broad \erandahs, surrounded by a 
palisaded garden, and shaded by tho.se typically 
Briti.sh trees, the "oak, the ash, and the bonny elm 
tree." Leafy memorials of the fatherland, they arc 
rarely absent from the humblest cottage, the lordliest 
mansion, in Britain's colonics, and in none do they 
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flourish more luxuriantly than in these isles of the 
farthest South. 

The present home of the Hokianga tribe was on 
the lower levels, which, since the cessation of the 
chronic warfare which desolated each district from 
time to time, they had adopted as more convenient. 
ISlone the less, however, on a lofty hill-top within 
easy reach w'as the primeval fortress, to which for 
generations they had been wont nightly to repair for 
.security, and from which issued to their daily duties 
the long trains of chiefs, warriors, women, and slaves. 
On the opposite bank of the river were low hills and 
dunes of drifted sand, while to the eastward rose two 
promontories, cloud-like in the misty azure, between 
which rose and fell the tides of the unbounded main. 

Warwick and I'lrena had gone forward to the 
cottage, whence a hospitable smoke presently ascended. 
Willing handmaids from the kainga were also in 
evidence. No time was wasted. The keen air, the 
day’s march, all tended to su])erior appetites. In half 
an hour after Massinger had been refre.shcd with a 
glass of excellent Hollands, and inducted into a 
bedroom, furnished chiefly with books, he found 
himself in the dining-room before a luncheon-table 
exceedingly well appointed. The fish and game, with 
vegetables and corned j)ork, were truly excellent. The 
bread was c.xlcmporized, but, in the .shape of hot 
griddle cakes, was only too ajipctizing. Tea, of 
course, concluded the repast, than wliich, Massinger 
confessed, he never remembered enjoying one more 
heartily. 

“In an hour or .so,’’ .said Mr. Mannering, “we will 
stroll down to the kainga. The head chief of our 
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tribe, the celebrated Waka Nene, whom you met on 
your way over to the Terraces, has returned. You 
will hear what he says on the present state of things. 
No man in the island can speak with more knowledge 
or authority. Warwick and I have a few arrangements 
to make; meanwhile I dare say you can find some¬ 
thing to interest you among my old books. Erena 
will keep you company till I return.” 

Massinger found ample pabulum mentis among the 
varied collection of books and papers, which not only 
filled the shelves around three sides of the room, but 
won place on the mantelpiece, the window-sills, and, 
indeed, on the floor. Old colonial works of the earliest 
days of New Zealand, Tasmania, and Australia, the 
worn binding of which denoted their archaic value, 
jostled the latest scientific treatises or recently issued 
biographies and travels, besides magazines and illus¬ 
trated jrapers up to date. 

“ Here,” thought he, “ is another factor in the 
so-called solitary', self-exiled life of this truly remark¬ 
able man—‘never less lonely than when alone,’ with 
the.se companions of cveiy age and all time at his 
elbow. What a delicious jdacc to read in ! I can fancy 
him on this couch, with his j)ipe and a favourite author, 
when the day is declining, or beneath those o’er- 
shadowing ferns on the hillside, .spending hours in a 
.state of absolute bcatituile. The open window ‘ gives ’ 
on the broad river, ‘.strong without rage, without 
o erflowing full,’ ;in occasional sail fleeting by like a 
returning sea-bird. Canoes are racing home after a 
day’s fishing, the girls paddling for their lives, and 
encouraging one another in the mimic contest with 
laughing reproaches and warlike cries. The dolce 
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far niente period to be succeeded by a pedestrian 
expedition at the head of his faithful retainers, or a 
yacht voyage to Auckland, where congenial companion¬ 
ship at the Club and the news of the civilized world 
await him. How peacefully, how happily, might life 
flow on under such conditions! How long might slow 
o’ertaking age defer his approach! The only thing 
wanting to complete this ideal existence, for a man of 
his temperament, is the excitement of war; and this 
he is about to have.” 

The catalogue of pleasures open to a quasi-hermit 
of such various tastes and accomplishments was inter¬ 
rupted by the entrance of Ilrcna, who had apparently 
completed her household arrangements, and was 
minded to add the charms of her society to his mental 
indulgences. 

•' It is easy to see that I have been away,” she 
said. “When the fit takes him, my father surrounds 
him.sclf with books, which he never puts back, and 
reads day and night for weeks together. He is absent- 
minded, and careless of the projirieties to a wonderful 
degree, .so that I have a month's work generally in 
putting him and the household to rights when I return 
from a visit or an excursion.” 

“And do you often go so far from home as when 
I met you first ” he said. “ I suppose you are not 
afraid } ” 

“Afraid?” .she said, with a look of surprise and 
scorn. “ Of what, or of whom ? In time of peace 
who is there to harm me ? When you saw me I had 
been to see a cousin. She sometimes comes here to 
stay with me.” 

“ I am sorry not to have met her. Why didn’t 
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you introduce me Is she of the same charming 
complexion as j'ourself—that clear brunette tint which 
I admire so much ? ” 

The girl laughed merrily. “ Do you indeed ? The 
truth is, .she was rather sh)’. She is a ‘ full Maori,’ as 
we .say, though she talks good English, and is thought 
very good-looking. I would have brought her up, but 
she went away the morning after. Her family sent 
for her in a luiriy. but I .see my father coming up 
to take you to the chief, Waka Neiic.” 

“ I'he great chief of w hom I h.ive heard .so much ; 
I hanlly mAiced him before. Now tell me about him. 
What is his general d.is|)(jsition ? ” 

“ He is a man wlio would have made a great field- 
mar.shal in any other ccjuntry. Very calm—generally, 
that is—looking always to the future ; slow in making 
uj) his mind, never changing it afterwards. He decided 
many years ago that the religion of England and her 
laws were those for him and his tribe to adopt, and in 
war or jreace he has ne\'er .s\s erv(al from tha:: policy.” 

‘‘You said something about his being calm nearly 
always.’ Is he sometimes the contrary.’” 

“ J le is usiudly most dignifieil; but lie can be terrible 
when really aroused. It is an old story now, but he 
once shot a native deatl before his own friends and 
relations because he had helped to kill a white man 
treacherously.” 

" Indeed, that w;is judicial .severity in earnest. 
How ilitl it come about ” 

" In this way. The natives at Whakatane first of 
all ‘cut out’ and burned a vessel called the I/azvs. 
or I/azc’ds, killing part of the crew. They were 
headed by a chief called Ngarara, or ‘the reptile’_ 
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not so very unlike his namesake, our friend. He, 
however, was .shot by a Ngapuhi chief from the deck 
of the New Zealander, a vessel sent from the Bay of 
Islands, to make an example of him. The tribe went 
to Hicks Bay, and, taking the ]3ah there, at Whare- 
kahika, captured two Europeans ; one they killed, the 
other was rescued by a passing ship. A Ngapuhi 
native took part in the murder; he was then visiting 
at Whakatane, but lived with his wife at Tauranga. 
Waka Nene was on the beach at Maunga-tapu when 
this native returned. He advanced towards him and 
delivered a speech, /d/v-ing, or pacing up and down, 
Maori-fashion, while the other natives sat around. 
‘Oh,’ he .said, ‘you’re a pretty fellow to call your.sclf 
a Ngapuhi! Do they murder pakchas in that manner } 
What makes you .steal away to kill pakchas ^ Had 
the pakcha done you any harm, that you killed him I 
There ! that is for your work,” he said, as he suddenly 
stopiicd .short and .shot the native dead, in the midst 
of his friends. It was bold and rash, but all New 
Zealand knew him then and long after as the friend 
of the pakchas.” 

“That was true jedwood ju.sticc, which used to 
be de.scribcd as ‘hang first and tiy afterwards,’ but 
from his point of view it was the just vengeance of 
the law.” 

“ It .seemed cruel,” said Krcna, who had told with 
flashing eye and heightened colour this tale of the 
“wrath of a king.” “But little was thought of the 
poor white man killed by a .stranger to the tribe for an 
act with which he had nothing to do, and perhaps had 
never heard of What the Ngapuhi sufiTered for wa.s, 
that if he had belonged to Ngarara’s tribe his act 
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would have been justified, as ntu (proper vengeance). 
It was for mixing himself up with the blood-feud of 
another tribe that Waka Nene killed him; and his 
people saw the justice of it, and did not interfere.” 

Mr. Mannering, arriving at the end of the story, 
announced two facts, one of which was that the chief 
would be ready to receive them in half an hour; the 
other, that a timber-laden schooner would leave the 
wharf on the following afternoon, and no doubt would 
be happy to give Mr. Massinger and Warwick a 
passage to Auckland. 

“ Of course, we should be too happy to put you 
up for as long as you caretl to stay with us ; but, 
from what I hear, tilings are going from bad to worse 
at Taranaki. Thu natives have .scored what they 
consider a success so far, and arc confident that they 
can hold their own against the regulars. More troops 
have been sent for, also artillery. Nothing less than 
a campaign will .satisfy either side now.” 

"If it were an ordinary time nothing would give 
me greater pleasure, I can say most sincerely,” said 
Massinger. “ I could fish and sail, ride and walk, 
and even take a turn at that mysterious industry of 
gum-digging, of which 1 hear exciting reports. But 
as things arc. I feel in honour bound to report myself 
at headquarters. I am not wholly inexperienced in 
military matters, if a yeomanry cajitain’s commission 
counts for anything." 

“You will find that it has a solid value at present,” 
said Mannering. “ The colonists are so keen, that any 
one who has ever heard a bugle-call is looked upon 
as a veteran.” 

" Indeed, yes,” laughed Ercna. “ We shall look in 
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the papers for what happens when Major Massinger 
goes to the front. Only, remember our bush rambles, 
and don’t despise the poor natives because they have 
no uniform. Keep a good look-out among the tree- 
ferns and the manuka; there will be the danger.” 

Upon which Erena, who seemed quite as much 
inclined for tears as for laughter, retreated to her own 
dominions. 

« « » 

The great chief of the Ngapuhi stood near the carved 
porch of the whare-putii, surrounded by the elders of 
the tribe. He was dressed in his garments of cere¬ 
mony, having a fine flaxen mat, worn toga-fa.shion, 
across his breast. In his hair were the rare feathers 
of the beautiful huia which none save a chief may 
w'car. His staff was in his hand, which he shifted to 
the left as he extended his right hand in friendly 
greeting to the pakcha. 

‘‘ My word to you is again w'elcome,” he said, 
fixing his calm, inexpressive, but .steadfast eyes upon 
the young man’s face. “ My pakcha friend Mannering 
tells me that you depart to Waitemata. It is well. 
My heart is sore becau.se of the foolishness of the 
Mata Kawana. The ruuanga of the pakcha also is 
obdurate.” 

“ The war has begun.” said Mannering. ” It seems 
a .small matter, but this land at Waitara will be dearly 
bought.” 

“A little fire will burn the forest when the fern is 
dry,” replied the chief, gravely. “ Money was given 
to Teira for Waitara, but blood must be paid. The 
chain of the surveyor is now red.” 

“ Will not Te Rangitake listen to Wiremu Thompson 
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and to Tamali Ngapora ^ ” said Mr. Mannering. “ Their 
word i.s not for war. Trade is better than fighting, 
better than too much land.” 

” He would li.sten, perhaps, but the people of the 
tribe will not. Then there is the King bu.sine.ss 
to bring more trouble. If the Waikato join the 
Ngatihaua, it will be such a war as we have not seen 
yet.” 

‘‘And the Ngapuhi.^” asked Ma.ssinger, almost 
wondm-ing at his own temerity. 

"The Ngapuhi,” replied the chief, with .stately 
dignity, “fought for the Kngli.sh through the war of 
Honi-licke; they fought with the Rarawas against 
the Ngati mania])oto and the Waikato. They will do 
so now. You have the writing of Waka None?” 

He produced the paper. 

A grave smile overspread the tattooed countenance 
as ho .si)oke ra])idiy for some minutes in the native 
tongue to Mr. Mannering, who replied in the satne 
language ; then, saluting both in a farew'ell manner, he 
departed towards the spot where a concourse of natives 
of b(jth sexes stood or sat amid the whares of the 
kainga. 

"What dill he s.-iy to you?” inquired Ma.ssinger. 
“Did it relate to me in any \'ay ? " 

“Yes ; it was only that it would be a good thing 
for you to keci) that hit of pajier. No one could tell 
now what was going to happen, lie thought it well 
tlnit you should leave in the timber v'cssel. I am of 
the same opinion, or we .should not let you go just 
yet, I promise you.” 

Then they strolled homewards. ,The declining 
sun was lighting up the green meadows, in which 
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’ women were working in the kumera patches; the broad 
reach of the river, on which canoes were gliding 
smoothly in the half light; the grim pah, with its 
palisades and trenches, looking down upon the peaceful 
scene which, to all appearance, was fixed in Arcadian 
serenity. Was it fated to resound with the war-cries 
of hostile tribes in the coming campaign } Was the 
tomahawk, the club, the musket, of a ruthless foe to 
work war’s worst horrors upon this simple industrious 
community of nature’s children ^ 

The evening which Massinger spent at this “kingdom 
by the sea ’’ would always, he told himself, be marked 
with a white stone in his calendar. Nothing could 
have exceeded the geniality of the atmosphere. The 
dinner was excellent of its kind, while the saddle of 
home-grown, black-faced mutton, precursor of the 
astounding shipments which have afforded of late 
years such cheap and plentiful repasts to the British 
working man, reminded the c.x-squire of his home 
flock. Mr. Mannering produced claret of a choice 
vintage, the finest which the guest had met with in 
New Zealand. Tales of wild life and strange company 
were contributed by the host and Warwick, replete 
with thrilling interest, as hair-breadth escapes or hand- 
to-hand fights were described. Erena’s gay laugh or 
sportive disclaimer were not wanting, while Massinger 
took care to play the part of a discreet listener, less 
anxious to speak than to absorb the rare and unfamiliar 
knowledge which only such men as Mannering and 
their guide were capable of imparting. 

' It was arranged that in the following morning 
Erena should decompany him to the pah which the 
stranger .was most anxious to sec—the far-famed tribal 

1 ' 
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fortress, the imconquered Whiria, which every traveller 
since the days of Cook had lauded for its exhibition 
of enfjinccrinq skill. 

"You will have full time,” said Mr. Mannering, 
“as the schooner docs not leave until late in the 
afternoon, and will jirobably anchor at Rawene to 
take in Kauri gum. If so, I trust you will be able to 
make acquaintance with my old friend and comride, 
Waterton, who is the King of the Lower Hokiang I 
will say nothing more than that you will find him ‘ a 
picked man of countries,' and as such, with t) -r 
(|ualitics, a very treasure-house of knowledge. 'le 
has not so long returned from an e.xtendcd EurOjican 
tour, so that he is well uj) to date in the old odd 
and the new.” 

Our hero thought to himself that surely no other 
countrj' contained so many notable personages, rich 
in the courtier’s, scholar's, soldier’s eye, tongue, .sword, 
as this astonishing island, in which the human marvels 
were not less numerous and unique than those of 
nature. But he said merely that he trusted in his 
luck to jirovidc him with a head wind, in v\ hich case 
he would be delighted to avail himself of Mr. Water- 
ton’s hospitality. 

" It is such a jiretty house, and quite a wonderful 
garden,” chimed in Krcna. " I think they have eveiy 
tree in Australia there, besides our poor ratas and 
karakas. However, you will sec for yourself; only 
don’t tell the Miss Watertons what a pilgrimage we 
have clone together, or there will be murder next time 
we meet.” 

"I .shall be mo.st discreet, I assure you ; but I am 
afraid I .shall break down in the cross-examination. 
What a pity you will not be there to defend me! ” 



IX 


IVAK TO THE KNIFE" 


211 


“ I should like to go very much ; but there will be 
no more visiting for me for some time to come, unless 
the tribe moves away. Ikit if we can’t tell what is 
before us in time of peace, in war it will be even 
more uncertain. And now' I must say good-night if 
w'c are to w'alk to the pah to-morrow, and the track 
is chiclly uphill.’’ 

'Varw'ick strolled down to the village, bent uporl 
ascctaining the ])opular feeling on the subject of the 
'V 1, and Manncring, having lighted his pipe and 
opened a fresh bottle of claret, invited his guest to 
take the comfortable armchair on the opposite side of 
the g'f Aving wood fire, and “ launched out into a wide 
sea o< reasoning eloquence.’’ 

ilis guest was iKjt anxious to retire early, though 
having a fair amount of e.xercise to his credit. Me 
was one of those lucky people who are capable of 
deferring sleep to a more convenient season if any 
specially exciting .'iffair be on hand. Reflecting that 
he might never have the o];]X)rtunity of enjoying such 
another symposium, or meeting so many-sided an 
entertainer, he resigned himself frankly to the occasion. 
The bottle of claret was finished, and perhai)s iinother 
or two oi)ened, the second of the small hours w’as 
near its close, when the si'ancc was concluded, ami 
Massinger retired for the night, well plea.sed with 
him.self as having had good v'alue for a protracted 
sedernni. 

Hour after hour had he listened to the charmed con¬ 
verse of this c.xtraordinary personage. Much had he 
seen, much read, deeply thought, in .solitude revolving 
the social and scientific problems of all ages, bending 
a vigorous and original mind to the solution of the 
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dread my.stcries of life and death, with much solemn 
questioning of the Sphinx regarding the Here and the 
Hereafter. He could imagine him travelling onward 
through the dread solitudes of the Antarctic pole, 
sledgc-bornc, like the creation of I'rankenstein, or 
turbaned and robed as an Arab, urging a camel 
through the arid wastes of the Western deserts. Of 
all inhabited lands south of the equator, his knowledge 
was complete and accurate, and in ever}' clime or 
condition of life the guest could well believe that 
the analytical, all-coinprehcnsivc, unresting intelligence 
was testing .scientific results or garnering knowledge. 
And yet. Cut bono / What contributions to the use 
and enjoyment of mankind could such a protagonist, 
in every contest bet'vccn man and nature, have 
furnishedWould he bequeath such a treasure to 
posterity, or would his wisdom die with him ) 



CHAPTER X 

A I'liw hours of soundest sleep sufficed for the guest’s 
present needs. Looking througli his casement, he 
beheld the sun Just clearing the tojxs of the pines ere 
he summoned this secluded world to its occupations. 
Early as was the hour, Mannering was alreatfy dres.sed, 
and strolling through the garden with his matutinal 
pipe. The kainga was alive and bu.sy ; women hurry¬ 
ing to and fro, preparing the food for the day ; children 
clustering around in expectation ; the young people 
bathing in the river or launching their canoes. The 
hovering flock of sea-birds showed where a shoal of 
kakahai, at which they da.'-hcd from time to time, 
ruffled the surface of the water or leaped above it. 
Ail nature was responding to the day-god’s summons, 
as a warmer glow suffused the sky and tipped the 
crown of the frowning dark-hued pah with gold. Mas¬ 
singer betook him.self to the jetty at the foot of the 
garden, and, plunging into the clear cool depths, felt 
refreshed and strengthened for whatever the coming 
day might provide, returning after a lengthened swim 
just in time to dress for breakfast. 

‘‘ I thought that you and my father would never 
leave off talking last night,” said Erena, as she came 
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into the hall, looking as fresh as the morn, which she 
not inappropriately typified. “You did not di.sturb 
me, for I slept soundly for hours, and when I awoke, 
thinking it was near morning, I heard your voices, 
or rather my fathcr’.s.’’ 

“ I am not certain that I should have gone to bed 
at all if he had not .suggested it,’’ said Massinger. “ I 
never h;id such a glorious night.” 

“ I am glad to hear you s.iy so. It is such a treat 
to him to have a visit frf)m any one who knows about 
boolis and the world, that he cannot find it in his heart 
to leave off. When Mr. \V’atcrton pays us a visit, thev 
talk all day and all night nearly.” 

“ What is that you're saying }" called out the man 
referred to from the garden. ” Who is taking away 
my character I have no better answer than a para¬ 
phrase of Charles Lainli’s: ‘ If 1 go to bed late, I 
always get up early.’ There will be plenty of time 
to sleep when there is nothing better to do ; that is, 
if Te Raugitake and his Waikato friends will kt us 
enjoy ourselves in our own wa}'. which I begin to 
doubt. In the mean time, let us take short views of 
life. So you two young people are going to look at 
the ]>ah ? ” 

“ \Vh'th your permission. I sh.ould like to examine 
it well. 'I'he know ledge may come in useful by-and- 
by. Who knows ? W'hen was the iast attack made 
upon it ” 

” Iwice in Heke’s war, more than twenty years 
.ago. I was younger then, and h.ad the honour of 
being one of the defence force. We beat off the 
besiegers with loss.” 

" I suppose firearms were used ? ” 
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“ Certainly. Every tribe was well provided at that 
time. They bought them dearly, too, as the chiefs 
compelled them to work so fearfully hard at the flax¬ 
dressing —Phormitim icnax being the purchase-money 
for muskets—that many died of the unhealthy con¬ 
ditions, marshy levels, and crowded whares in which 
they lived. However, there was nothing else for it. 
The tribe which first became armed proceeded at once 
to crush its nearest neighbour or enemy, as the case 
might be." 

“ So it was a case of life and death ^ ” 

“ Nothing .short of it,” said Manncring. “ The first 
use which Ilongi Ika m.’de of his civilizing visit to 
England, where he ‘stood before kings,’ vv'as to grasp 
the immense significance of the gunpowder invention, 
and make bad resolutions, to be carried out when he 
should return to his own country. With characteristic 
Maori reticence, he kept his own counsel when staying 
with the worthy pioneer missionary, Marsden, at his 
house in Parramatta, where Admiral King often met 
him, and was much struck with his dignified and 
.aristocratic carriage, lly the waiy, it was the admiral’s 
father, Governor King, who took the trouble to return 
to their own country two deported Maoris from Nor¬ 
folk Island, where they were languishing in exile, 
having been carried there with some idea of teaching 
the art of flax-dressing. This, of course, they could 
not do.” 

" Why ? Did they not know ? ” 

" Of course not. They were chiefs, and as sUch 
incapable of menial labour.” 

The weather being favourable to the c.xpedition 
to the pah, Roland Massinger and his fair guide set 
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out with that sanguine expectation of pleasure which 
the exploration of the unknown in congenial company 
excites in early youth. The path lay across the 
cultivated plots of the tribe, where he noticed the 
neatness and freedom from weeds which everywhere 
prevailed. The plantations were chiefly on an alluvial 
flat, through which a creek ran its winding course. It 
had been swollen by recent rains, so, encountering a 
small party of women and children carrying baskets, 
Erena inquired in the vernacular as to the best place 
to cross. A pleasant-looking woman asked, apparently, 
who the pakeha was, and after receiving Erena’s rcfrly, 
in which Ma.s.singcr detected the word “ rangatira," 
laughed as she made a jesting reply, and volunteered 
to guide them. This ihc did by leading the way to 
the side of a boundary fence; from this .she extem¬ 
porized a bridge, u'hich, though narrow', answered the 
purpose. The pakeha gav'e a shilling to a bright-eyed 
elf running beside her, the sudden lighting up of 
whose face told that the value of coin of the realm 
was not unknown even in this Arcadian spot. 

“ What did the woman say ?" he asked, as they 
went on their way towards the steep ascent. 

The girl's eyes sparkled with merriment, as she 
replied— 

“She wished to know who you were, and when 
I said a pakeha rangatira, her repiy was, ‘ Oh, quite 
true; he looks like one.’ They are keen observers, 
you see, and very conservative. It would astonish 
you to see how quickly they find out the different 
rank and standing of the white people they meet.” 

“ They have no modern craze for equality or 
socialistic rule ? ” 
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“ None whatever, A chief is bom to his exalted 
rank, which is undisputed. At the same time, he 
must keep up to a certain standard in war or peace, 
otherwise his mana, his general reputation and influence, 
would sufier.” 

“ And a slave i ” inquired he. 

“Oh, a slave is forced to work at the pleasure of 
his owner, and may be killed for any reason or none 
at all. So also the common people of the tribe must 
obey the chiefs, more particularly in war, though, like 
those of other nations, they can make their voices 
heard aj: critical times.” 

“ And the women ? ” queried Massinger. 

“ Oh, the women! ” said Erena, while a graver 
expression overspread her face. “ I am afraid that 
they have to work hard, and arc not so much con¬ 
sidered as they might be. They do most of the 
cultivation, mat-making, cooking, and general hou.se- 
hold duties, particularly when grown old. The younger 
ones have a better time of it.” 

" So they have everywhere. It is the prerogative 
of the sex. It only shows that human nature is 
much the same everywhere, and that all societies 
differ less in the e.ssentials of life than Is generally 
supposed.” 

Having skirted the river-shore, a part of which 
was of the nature of quick.sand, and so needed a 
guide to the manner born, they began to a.scend the 
slope of the volcanic hill, which, as throughout the 
North Island, had been selected for the tribal castrum. 
After a lengthened climb, which would have tested 
the powers of less practised pedestrians, they stood 
upon the wind-swept summit, artificially levelled, and 



2i8 


''WAR TO THE KNIFE 


CHAP, 


through the heavy .sliding gates entered the ancient 
fortress. Before doing so they had to cross trenches, 
to .scale embankments, and had time to note the 
^various strategic prcpeirations which, though crumbling 
or partially dismantled, exhibited the skill with which 
they had been constructed. The water-supply, as in 
most of the “ castles ” of the period, was the weak point, 
the besieged having to steal out in the night at the 
peril of their lives to procure the indispensable element. 

" What a glorious view ! ” exclaimed he, as, side 
by side, they looked on the wide expanse of land and 
sea which lay beneath and around them—the broad 
estuary, the broken and fantastic outlines of the 
mountain range beyond the river-bank. 

The surf was breaking on the bar between the 
heads of the J lokianga, while southward la\' the valley, 
studdcil with the wharcs of the kainga and the garden¬ 
like plots of the kumera fields. Almost unchanged 
was the scene since the rude warrior, standing on 
stages behind these palisades, launched his sjK ar at 
the foe, or, wounded in the assault, looked Ins last 
upon mountain and valley, sea and shore, but died 
shouting defiance. 

■' What a strange thing is this life of ours ! ” saiti 
Massinger, musingly. " It is less than a year since 1 
was living contentedly in an liinglish county, on an 
estate which my forefathers had held for centuries. 1 
had then no more idea of quitting England than I 
have of .setting out for the planet Mars.” 

•‘And do you not regret the leaving such a para¬ 
dise as Ivngland is .said to be, when one is born to 
wealth and honour?” 

I cannot say that I do. So far from it, that 1 
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consider I have made a distinct advance in knowledge 
and development. My life then was narrow and 
monotonous, leading to nothing save contentment 
with a round of provincial duties.” 

“But travel, high companionship, ambition, the 
Parliament of Kngland,—noble-sounding v\'ords ! What 
boundless fields of enjoyment and exertion ! Were 
not these enough to fill your heart '!" 

“ Possibly. But all suddenly my life lost its savour ; 
nope died, ambition vanished ; existence revealed 
itself merely as a pilgrimage through a desert waste, 
haunted by lost illusions, ami strewed with withered 
garlands. P'or a while I thought to end it, but a con¬ 
valescent stage succeeded. I arranged my affairs and 
sold my place, resolved to seek a cure for my soul’s 
unrest beyond the narrow bounds of Britain.” 

“Sold your ancestral home! Ilow could you do 
sueh a thing I And what i)ossible reason could you 
have had for such a mad step, as 1 have no doubt 
your friends called it ? ” 

■' That was the exact word they uscfl. But I had 
made my choice. All things habitual and familiar 
had become distasteful - finally insupportable. I chose 
this colony as the most distant and interesting of 
Pingland’s possessions ; and here I am, an e.xile and a 
wanderer in a new world, but " turning to Krena— 
“honoured with the friendship of the best of guides 
and mo.st charming of comrades.” 

She heard almost as one not hearing; then, 
suddenly fixing her eyes, bright with sudden fire, 
upon his countenance, said— 

“May I be told the reason of this breaking away 
from all you held dear? You said I was a comrade, 
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and, believe me, no man ever had a truer. Was 
it a-” 

“ A woman Of course it was a woman. When 
is man’s life eternally blessed or cursed e.xcept by a 
woman ? When is he hindered, injured, ruined, and 
undone by any event that has not a woman in it ? ” 

" And she was beautiful, clever, high-born ? ” 

“ All that and more; I had never met with her 
equal. She was an acknowledged queen of society. 
She had but one fault." 

“ She did not love you ?" said the girl, ha.stily, 
while her tones vibrated with suppressed excitement. 

" Not sufficiently to link her fate with mine for the 
journey from which there is no retreat. She admitted 
ai)i)ro\'al, liking, respect—v\ords by which women dis- 
gui.se indifference ; but she believed that .she had a 
mission in life, a call from heaven to go forth to the 
poor and afflicted, to elevate the race—a sacred task, 
for which marriage would unfit her." 

“You pakehas arc strange people," she said 
musingly. “And so she would not be happy becau.se 
she desired to teach, to help the poor, the coininon 
people ! And if she failed ? ” 

" She would have wasted her own life, and ruined 
that of another.’’ 

“ Life is often like that, so the books say—even 
the Bible. ‘ Vanity of vanities ! ’ Either people do not 
get what they want, or find that it is not what they 
hoped for. Yet I suppose some people are happy— 
generally those who know the least. Listen to that 
girl singing. She is, if any one ever was.’’ 

They had been descending the hill, when at an 
angle of the narrow path they came upon a young 
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native woman, sitting at the door of a cottage which 
bore trace#of European construction. A child stood 
at her knee, while she was busied about her simple 
task of needlework. The midday sun had warmed, 
not oppressed, the atmosphere, and there was an air 
of sensuous, natural enjoyment about her air and 
appearance as she looked over the river meadows 
where the tribe was employed. Her face lighted up 
with a smile of recognition as she saw Erena and her 
companion. 

"Good morning. Hira. Where is Henarc.^ You 
arc all alone here ” 

“ Oh, he is at some road-work,” .she answered 
cheerfully, "but he always comes home at night. He 
gets good wages from the contractor.” 

“ What a nice cottage >'ou have !—weather-boarded, 
too. Who built it ^ ” 

“Oh, Henarc and another half-ca.ste chap .sawed 
the boards and put it up. He likes living here better 
than in the kainga, and so do I. We can go down 
there when we want to.” 

"Good-bye, then. I have been .showing this 
pakeha gentleman the pah.—Now, those people arc 
jiust sufficiently educated to be hai)py and contented,” 
.said Erena. "He is a .steady, hard-working fellow, 
and, as roads arc beginning to be made, he is able 
from his pay to build a cottage and live comfortably.” 

“Education is a problem. If it leads jxjople to 
think correctly on the great questions of life, it is— 
it must be—an advantage; but if, through anything 
in their condition, it produces envy and discontent, 
it is an evil, with whicli the nations have to reckon 
in the future.” 
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“ I sometimes wish I had not been educated 
myself,” .she said with a sigh. "I seem'to have all 
manner of tastes and hopes most unlikely to be 
realized. Whereas-” 

And just at that moment the lilt of the girl on 
tl>c hillside came down to them, joyous with the 
magic tones of youthful love and hope. It furnished 
an answer to her questioning of fate, immediately 
apparent to both. 

" Do not doubt for an instant! ” exclaimed Mas¬ 
singer, touclied to the heart by the girl’s saddened 
look, and realizing the ju.sticc of her complaint. 
“Yoh were never born for such a life. Nature has 
gifted you with the qualities which women have 
tonged for in all ages. Your day will come—a 
ilay of a])preciation, fortune, happiness. Who can 
doubt it that looks on you, that knows you as 
I do.?” 

In despite of her boding fears and the n .lancholy 
which so often depressed her, she was not proof 
against this confident prediction. Her youth’s hey- 
tlay and nature’s joyous anticipation protested alike 
against a passing despondency. 

“ It may be as you say. Let me hope so. Do 
not the bright sun, the blue sky, the dancing waves, 

all speak of happiness .? And yet, and yet-But 

here comes your schooner, rounding the point. Our 
time of friendship is over. I wonder when we shall 
meet again .? ” 

“ When indeed ? ” thought her companion. But, 
determined in his heart that this .should not be his 
last interview with this fascinating creature, so subtly 
compoundccLof the classic beauties of the wood-nymph 
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and the refinements of modem culture, he answered ' 
confidently— 

“ Before the year is our, surely. This war, if so it 
may be called, mu.st only be a matteV of months, 
jicrhaps weeks. The tribes, after a skirmish or two, 
can never be mad enough to defy the pow'cr* of 
England. I must make a Chri.stmas visit to lloki- 
anga, if indeed we do not meet in Auckland before 
the sp'^ing is over, at the ratification of peace. There 
arc sure to be festivities to celebrate the event, and 
you must dance with me at the Government Hou.se 
ball.” 

“Without shoes and .stockings.’” she said laugh- 
ingly—“ though I dare say I could manage them and 
the other articles. But we rnu.st not deceive 01#- 
.selvcs. Months, even years, may not sec the end of 
the war. May wc both be living tlien, and mayjvw 
be ha])py, whatever may be the fiite of poor I'ircna ! ” 

4 * * 

That trim little craft, the Pippi, tight and .sea¬ 
worthy, was anchored near the wharf when they 
returned. Ccrt.iin cargo, chiefly kauri gum and 
potatoes, had to be taken in, and the passengers 
were informed that towards sundowm her voyage 
would be resumed. No time was lo.st, therefore, after 
lunch in sending their luggage on board, strictly 
limited as it had been to the requirements of the 
march. Warwick, who as payma.ster had been giving 
gratuities to the native attendants who had come on 
from Rotorua, reported that they were more than 
satisfied, and W'ould not forget the liberality of the 
pakeha. They w'ould take the chance of returning 
to tlieir hapu, wliere they had first been met %vith. 
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“It is as well to leave friends behind us,”"he 
said. “There will be all kinds of bush-fighting for 
volunteers such.as you and I may be, and native 
allies often ^ve warning when white ones would be 
useless. They may counteract that scoundrel Ngarara, 
wh® will do us a bad turn yet if he can.” 

“ By the way, what became of him at Rotorua ? ” 

“Oh, he cleared out. The kainga became too 
hot to hold him after the chief’s dismissal. He will 
join some party of outlaws. They will be common 
enough when real business begins.” 

The chief walked up with Mannering from the 
kainga. and joined the party at lunch in order to say 
farewell. Massinger nas much impressed with the 
calm dignity and courteous manner of this antipodean 
noble. Apparently unconscious of any incongruity 
between his national surroundings and those of his 
entertainers, he might have posed as a British kinglet 
during a truce between the Iceni and the world’s 
masters. 

"A friend of mine dined with the Reverend Mr. 
Marsden at Parramatta in 1814,” said the host, •'where 
he met Hongi Ika with his nephew Ruatara. * That 
historical ])crsonagc had recently returned from 
Rngland, where he had been, if not the guest of a 
king, favoured with an audience, and in other w'ays 
enjoyed social advantages. My friend said none of 
the swells of the day could have conducted them¬ 
selves with greeiter propriety or showm a more im- 
l^assive manner.” 

“ All the time Hongi had blood in his heart. He 
deceived the good Mikonaree,” said the chief. “His 
thought was to destroy Hinaki and his tribe, the 
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Ngatimaru, as soon as he could buy muskets. Yet 
he did not take Hinaki by surprise, for he told him 
to prepare for war, even in Sydney. Then Totara 
fell, and a thousand Ngatimaru were killed. But the 
times are changed. The Queen is now our Ariki; 
for her we will fight, even if the Waikato tribes join 
Tc Rangitake. The Ngapuhi and the Rarau'a have 
taught the Waikato some lessons before. They may 
do so again.” 

¥ » « » » 

Witli a fair wind, light but sufficient to fill the 
.sails of the Pippi, they swept down the river, which, 
increasing in volume near the heads, showed an 
estuary more than t\\ o miles in width. Not far from 
where the breakers |5roclaimcd the presence of a bar, 
and opposite a point of land historically famous for 
tribal orgies, stood the ancient settlement of Waihononi. 
A sub.stantial pier, available for rc.i.sonably large crafts, 
also a store and hotel, showed the proverl)ial entcrjrrisc 
of the roving Einglishman. Fronting the beach stood 
Mr. Waterton’s dwelling, a handsome two-.storied 
mansion, surrounded by a gartlen which, even while 
passing, Massinger could note was spacious an<l 
thronged with the trees of many lands. An orchard 
on the side nearest the ocean w:is evidently fruitful, 
as the vine-trellises and the autumn-tinted leaves of 
the pears and apples showed. An efficient shelter had 
thus been provided against the sea-winds and the 
encroachment of the .sand-dunes. Thc.se had been 
planted with binding grasses, including the \aluable 
” marram ” exotic, so wonderful a preventative of drift. 
Ability to protect as well as to form this outpost 
was not wanting, as evidenced by the presence of 

Q 



226 


“IVA/^ TO THE KNIFE 


CHAP. 


half a dozen nine-pounders, which showed their 
noses through the otherwise pacific-appearing garden 
palisades. 

Owing to certain mercantile arrangements, the 
departure of the Pippi was delayed for a day ; a 
consignment of Kauri gum had not arrived. This 
was too valuable an item of freight to be dispensed 
with ; and the Rawene dates of .sailing not being -so 
rigidly exact as those of the 1 ’. and O. and Messa- 
geries Maritimes, the detention was frankly allowed. 
Time was not of such extreme value on the Hokianga 
as in .some trading ports. Mr. Watciton expre.ssed 
himself charmed with the opportunity thus afforded 
of entertaining any friend of Mannering’s. Massinger 
was et|ually gratified with the happy accident which 
])crmittcd him to meet another of New Zealand’s 
di.stinguished jiionccrs. So, general sati.sfaction being 
attained—rare as is such a result in this world of acci¬ 
dental meetings and fated wayfarings—a season of 
unalloyed enjoyment, precious in proportion to its 
brevity, opened out unexpectedly. 

“ I .should have been awfully di.sgu.sted, ” was 
his reflection, as he found him.self inducted into a ■ 
handsome upper chamber, from the windows of 
which he beheld a wide and picture.sque pro.spcct, 
the foaming harbour bar, and the aroused ocean 
billows, “if I had lost this opportunity. The delay in 
land-travelling might have been serious, but, as the 
Maoris are not yet a sea-power, a day’s passage more 
or less cannot signify.’’ So. liaving dressed with 
whatever improvement of style his limited wardrobe 
permitted, he allowed the question of the sailing of the 
J^ippi to remain in abeyance, and joined his host below. 
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Of that most interesting and delightful visit, it 
would be difficult to describe adequately the varied 
pleasures which thronged the waking hours. Lulled 
to sleep by the surges, which ceased not with 
rhythmic resonance the long night through ; awaking 
to seek the river-strand, where the vvhite-wingcd 
clustering sea-birds hardly regarded him as an 
intruder ; the well-appointed and compendious library 
in which to range at will ; the walks ; the rides 
through forest and vale ; the fi.shing expeditions, in 
one of v\hich Massinger, proud in the triumph of 
having hooked a thirty-pound schnapper, discerned 
the snout of a dog-fish uprising from the wave. 
Then the evenings, prolonged far into the night, 
with tale and argument, raciest reminiscences of lands 
and seas from his all-accomplished host —guarutn 
pars ma^i^na fait —author, ])aintcr, sailor, ex])lorer; 
such truly Arabian Nights’ ICntertainmeiits Mas.singcr 
had never revelled in before, and never expected to 
enjoy again. 

Auckland once more ! The traveller, though now 
a confirmed roamer, was, for obvious reasons, by no 
means grieved to find him.self again in the haunts of 
civilized man. He had been interested, in.structed, 
illuminated, as he told himself, by this sojourn in 
woodlands wild. Face to face with Nature, untram¬ 
melled by art, he had seen her children in peace, in 
love and friendship. He was now, as all things 
portended, about to obtain a closer knowledge of 
them in war — a rare and privileged experience, 
unknown to the ordinary individual. How grateful 
should he be for the opportunity ! 
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His first care was to possess himself of his letters 
and papers. There were not many of the former, 
still fewer of the latter. The county paper gave 
the usual information, as to poachers fined or im¬ 
prisoned, a boy sent to gaol for stealing turnips. 
The hunting season had been fortunate. More 
visitors than usual. The riding of Mr. Lexington, 
son of the new owner of Massinger Court, had been 
much admired. That gentleman had exhibited 
judgment as well as nerve and horsemanship in (as 
they were informed) his first season’s hunting in 
England. 11 is shooting, too, was exceptional, and 
a brilliant c.ireer was predicted for him with the 
North Herefordshire hounds. A few epistles came 
from club friends and relatives. They were of the 
sort written more or less as a duty to the ex¬ 
patriated Lriton, but which rarely survive the second 
year. The writers seemed much in doubt as to his 
locale, anti uncertain whetlier New Zealand was one 
of the South Sea Islands or jiart of Australia. They 
all wished him good luck, and foretold future pros- 
lierity as a fanner, which was the only successful 
occupation out there (the)’ were told) except digging 
for g(j!d, which was agreed to be uncertain, if not 
dangerous. I hey concluded with a strong wish that 
he would come back a quasi-millionaire before he be¬ 
came a confirmed backwoodsman. And he was on no 
account to marr)’ a " colonial ” girl, w'hen there were so 
many charming, educated damsels at home. This last 
from a lady cousin, who had w'ith difficulty restrained 
herself from imparting the last South African news, 
as being apposite to his situation and circumstances. 

These despatches were put dow’n with an impatient 
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exclamation, after which lie sat gazinjr from the window 
of his hotel, which afforded a fine view of the harbour. 
Then he took up a letter in a hardly feminine hand, 
which he had placed somewhat apart, as a Inwne bouche 
for the latter end of the collection. This turned out 
to be from his candid and free-spoken friend, Mrs. 
Mcrivale, ntc Branksome—a matter which he had 
probably divined as soon as he glanced at the rounded 
characters and decided c.xpression’ of the handwriting. 

Opening it with an air of pleasurable expectation, 
and observing with satisfaction a couple of well- 
filled sheets, he read as follows;— 

Mv i)K.\K Sir Roland, 

“ Now Ih.'it 1 am safely married and all 
that, 1 may make use of your Christian name, with 
the affectionate adjective, I su])])ose. The adverb 
in the first line was i)art of the congratulation of my 
great-aunt, who evidently thouglit that any girl with 
a decent amf)unt of go in her, who ditl not habitually 
confine her.self to phrases out of Mrs. Hannah More's 
works aiul read the Yoioi}^ Cojupanion, was 

likely to end up with marry ing an actor or an artist, 
whose u.scful and more or less ornamental professions 
she regarded as being much (jf a muchne.s.s with 
tho.se of a music or dancing master, 

“ Well, one of the advantages of my present ' safe' 
and dignified position is that I can have friends, even 
if they happen to be young men, and give them 
advice. This I used to do before, as you know, 
though as it were under protest. ‘ This is all very 
fine,’ I can hear you say, ‘ but why can’t she leave off 
writing about herself, and tell me about—about— 
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why, of course, Hypatia Tollemache. Is she “safely" 
married (hateful word !), gone into a sisterhood, started 
for Northern India to explore the Zenanas, and teach 
the unwilling “ lights of the harems ” what they can’t 
understand, and wouldn't want if they did }' None of 
these things have happened as yet, though they are 
all on the cards. .She tried ‘ slumming ’ for a time, 
but her health broke down, and she had a bad time 
with scarlet fever. I made her come and stay with 
me after she was convalescent, and oh, how deadly 
white and weak she was!—she that was such a tennis 
crack, and could walk like a gamekeeper. I tried 
with delicacy and tact (for which, you know, I was 
always famous!) to draw her about your chances—say 
in five years or .so. But she would not ri.se. Said, 
‘people were not sent into the world to enjoy 
them.selves selfishly,’ or .some such bosh ; that .she 
had her appointed work, and as long as Gcxl gave 
her strength she would expend what poor gifts He 
had endowed her with, or die at her post; that in 
contrast with the benefits to thousands of our suffer¬ 
ing fellow-creatures which one earnest worker might 
prciduce, how small and mean seemed the conventional 
marriage, with its margin narrowed to household 
cares, a husband and children ! Were there not whole 
continents of our poor, dejrrivcd not only of decent 
food, raiment, lodging, by the merciless Juggernaut 
of inherited .social injustice, but of the knowledge 
which every adult of a civilized community should 
enjoy without cost } And should any man or woman, 
to whom God has granted a luxurious portion of the 
blessings of life, stand by and refuse aid, the aid of 
time and personal gifts, to save these peri.shing 
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multitudes ? When a girl begins to talk in this 
way, we know how it will end. In the uniform of a 
hospital nurse ; in a premature funeral; in marriage 
with a philanthropist, half fanatic, half adventurer: what 
Harry calls a ‘ worm ’ of some sort—the sort of parasite 
that preys upon good-looking or talented women. 

“ Dear me! as my aunt says, I am getting quite 
flowery and didactic. Isn't that something in the 
teaching or preaching line 1 I forget which. Harry 
.says 1 am a journali.st spoilt. I don’t know about 
that, but I should like to be a war correspondent. 1 
am afraid there is no opening for a young woman 
in that line yet—a young woman who isn’t clever 
enough to be a governess, loathes nursing, would 
assassinate her employer if she was a lady help, but 
who can walk, ride, driven, play tennis, and shoot fairly. 
By the way, there’s going to be a war in the South Island, 
isn’t it } Couldn’t you contrive to be badly wounded I 
and perhaps—only perh.aps—she, ‘ the fair, the chaste, 
the ine.xpressive .she,’ might come out to nurse you. 

“Harry says that's a certain cure for—let me see 
—indecision, the malady of the century as regards 
young women. I remember being troubled with it 
myself once. He says I was—whereas now—but I 
won’t inflict my happiness upon you. 

“ What a long letter, to be sure ! Never mind the 
nonsense part of it. That is partly to make you laugh. 
He advi.ses you, in the elegant language of the day, 
to ‘keep up your pecker,’ which he says means till 
dcsperanduvi. I say ditto tf> Harry, and ask you to 
believe me, always. 

“Your sincere friend, 

" Elizabktu Mkrivalic." 
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Massinf,^er put down the letter of his frank and 
kindly correspondent witli feelings of a mixed nature, 
akin to i)leasure, as evidencing an intere.st in his 
welfare not all conventional, but. on the other hand, 
recalling regrets exquisitely ])ainful. These being 
partially dulled, he had mistakenly concluded that 
they had no further pow er to wound. And now, after 
a comparative cure, when his ta.stes had been sati,sfied 
and his curiosity aroused by the incessant marvels of 
a fantastic region, lie had been recalled to the old 
land, resonant with the past anguish. The inhabitants 
of this enchanted isle, with their mingled ])ride and 
generosity, chivalrous courage and ferocious cruelty, 
had aroused his sj mpathies. There, beyond all, stood 
the figure of ICrena, with her frank, half-childi.sh ways, 
her countenance at one time irradiated with the joyous 
abandon of an innocent Bacchante, as she laughed 
aloud while threading with him the forest paths ; at 
another time with .shadowed face and downcast mien, 
when a presage of future ills caused the light to fade 
out of her luminous eyes. 

The free forest life, with its tlail\- recurrence of 
adventure and excitement, had sufficed for all the 
needs of his changed existence. And now, even by 
the hand of a friend, were the seeds of unrest sown. 
He thought of ll)j)atia Tolleinache stricken down in 
the pride of her mental anil bodily vigour, laid low in 
the conflict in which she had so ra.shl>', so wastefully, 
risked her magnificent endowments. Had he been in 
the neighbourhood of Massinger, to cheer, to comfort, 
to gently question her plan of life, to offer to share 
it with her, to urge his suit with all the adventitious 
aid of predilection and propinquity, what succes.s. 
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unhoped for, indescribable, might he not then have 
gained ? 

At this stage of his reflections he collected his 
correspondence, and, locking them up in his long- 
disused travelling portfolio, went forth into the town. 
Here he was confronted with the world’s news, and 
details of this, the latest of liritain’s little wars, irt 
particular. I'irst of all he betook himself to the offices 
of the New Zealand Land Comj)any, where his first 
colonial acquaintance and fellow-passenger, Mr. Dudlej’ 
Slyde, might be found. 

That gentleman was, happily, in, but his arduous 
duties as secretary and liispenser of reports seemed 
for the moment in abeyance. He was engaged in 
packing a sort of knapsack to contain as many of the 
indi.s})ensal)le necessaries of a man of fashion, and 
apjjarently a man of war, as couki be adjusted to an 
unusual limitation of space. A rifle stood in the corner 
of the a]>artment ; a revolvi-r of the newest construction 
then attainable la\- on a table ; the smallest modicum 
of w riting materials was observable ; and, neatly folded 
on a chair, was a serviceable military uniform. 

"Delighted to see you, old fellow," said Mr. Slyde. 
"Sit down. Try this tobacco: given U]) cigars for the 
present—dcjii't carry well. Su]qx)se you’ve taken to a 
pipe, too, since you’\’e begun your Maori career } Got 
back alive, 1 see. Didn’t join the tribe, eh Report 
to that effect. Girl at Rotorua, fascinating, v'ery.” 

This suggestive compendium of his life and times 
caused a smile. 

“You’re as near the truth as rumour generally is,’’ 
he said ; “ but I wonder that people concern them¬ 
selves with the doings of this humble individual,’’ 



234 


TO THE KNIFE 


CHAP. 


“ New country, you know. Great dearth of social 
intelligence since the war. Tired of that, naturally. 
Free press, you know ; say anything, confound them ! ” 

“Another chapter in the book of colonial expe¬ 
rience, which I shall learn by degrees. But what am 
I to understand by these warlike preparations ” 

“You .see before you a full private in the Forest 
Rangers. Mu.st join .something, you know. Situation 
serious. More murders. Waikato said to be joining. 
Taranaki .settlers afraid of sack and pillage. Troops 
and men-of-war sent for. In the mean time, the devil 
to pay. What shall you do Go back to England 
I wf)uld, if I wasn’t a pf)or devil of a Company’s clerk 
and what you call it.’’ 

Massinger stood up, and looked at the lounging 
figure fixedly for a moment, until he .saw a .smile 
gradually making its way over the calm features of 
his companion. 

“No, of course not.’’ he said, as if answering an 
apparent protest. “Only my chaff. What will you 
join t Town volunteers "i militia 1 Ours rather more 
aristocratic ; trifle more danger, perhaps. Cori)s i >f the 
Guides, and so on. V’on Tempsky’s Forest Rangers! 
Splendid fellow’. Von—l’aladi<i of the Middle Ages. 
Seen service, too. Son of a I’russian general, I 
believe. Ciommission in 3 rd I'usiliers in ’ 44 . Cut 
that, and travelled through Central America. Com¬ 
manded irregular Indian regiment. Piloted officers of 
Alarm and Vixen in affair of the Spanish stockades 
at Castilla Viojo. Been in front everyw’here, from 
Bluefields Bay to Bourke and Wills’ Expedition in 
Australia, when he refused to be second in command. 
Man and regiment suit you all to pieces.’’ 
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“Just the man I should choose to serve under. 
Where can I be sworn in. and when ?" 

“All right; I’ll show you. Leave for the front, day 
after to-morrow. Jolly glad to have you, believe me.” 

This important ceremony being performed in due 
course, Massinger betook himself to the office of Mr. 
Lochiel, where he expected to receiv'c fuller informal 
tion as to the state of the country, and the prospects 
of a general rising. He was received by that gentle¬ 
man with warmth and sincerity of welcome. 

“ M)' dear fellow,” said he, " I am delighted to 
see yon safe back. Macdonald and I were most 
anxious about you. We knew that y'ou must pass 
through Maori country, and in the present disturbed 
state of the island there was no saying what might 
have happened to you, or indeed to any solitary 
Englishman. I hear that you returned by sea.” 

" I was advi.sed to do so by Mr. Mannering at 
llokianga, with whom I .stayed for a few days.” 

" Best thing you could have done, and no one was 
more capable of giving you advice. He is judge and 
law-giver among the Ngapuhi, and a war chief besides. 
A truly remarkable man. I suppose you saw his hand- 
.some daughter ? Wonderful girl, isn’t she” 

“ She certainly did surprise me. It .seems strange 
that she can consent to lead a life so lonely, so 
removed from the civilization which she is so fitted 
to appreciate.” 

“And adorn likcwi.5e. We are all very fond of 
her here. But she is passionately attached to her 
father, and nothing would induce her to leave him. 
Have you heard the latest war news ? Came in by 
special me.sscnger this afternoon..” 
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“ No. indeed. I am only generally aware that 
matters are going from bad to worse ; that the militia 
and volunteers arc called out; also the Fore.st Rangers, 
in which band of heroes I have just enrolled myself 
Dudley Slyde and I will be companions in arms.’’ 

" Slyde ! Dudley Slyde ^ Very cool hand ; rather 
a dandy, people say. All the more likely to fight when 
he’s put to it. 1 ie knows the countiy well, too. There 
is no doubt in my mind that every white man in the 
North Island who can carry arms will hav'c to turn 
out.” 

“And how long do you think the war will la.st ? 
Six months ? ” 

■' I should not like ‘.o say six years, but it will be 
nearer that than the time you mentiem. Maclean 
thinks five thousand troops will be reijuircd if the 
neighbouring tribes join Te Rangitake. Richmond 
is of the same opinion. 'I'hree ICurojJcans haw been 
shot on the Oinata block. It was to avenge these 
that the volunteers and militia turned out, vshen the 
men of 1I.M..S. Nigi-r behaved so sj)lendidly the 
volunteers also held their own.” 

“ Is there any further demonstration 

“Yes; :i great /mi, or meeting, has been held at 
Ngarua-wahia, on the Waikato. They say that three 
thousand Maoris were present, who were all on the 
side of Te Rangitake. Fifty of his tribe were there, 
asking for help.” 

"And what was the outcome of it all?’’ 

■■ They were agreed in one thing—that the 
Governor was too hasty in fighting before it was 
proved to whom the land really belonged. The killing 
of men at the Omata block naturally followed when 
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once—as by destroying the pah at Waitara—war had 
begun.” 

" What became of Te Rangitake’.s fifty men ” 

•' Well, a body of the Nga-ti-mania-poto went back 
to Taranaki with them under Kpiha, the chief On 
the way they met Mr. I’arri.s, the Taranaki land com- 
mi.ssioncr, whom the Maoris blamed for the Waitara 
affair. Tc Rangitake’s people wanted to kill him at 
once, l)ut Mpiha drew uj) his men, took him under 
his protection, and e.scorted him to a jdace of safety. 
Parris licgan to thank him, but was stopped at once. 

' Priend, said the chief ‘tlo not attribute your deliver¬ 
ance to me, but to God. I shall meet you as an 
enemy in the daylight. Now you have seen that I 
would not consent to you being murdered.’ ” 

'■ VVhat a fine trait in a man’s character! ” said 
Massinger. “ iVnd what discipline his men were in to 
with.stand the other fellows, and save the man’s life 
who was responsible, they tielieved, for all the mischief! ” 
"Yes, that’s the Maori chief all over, lie has the 
most romantic ideas on certain ])oints, ami acts up to 
them, which is more than our people always do. 
Put I hear that the Governor is going to stop the 
Waitara business for the present—very sensibly—and 
give the natives south of New Ply mouth a lcs.son.'' 
“And what ab(;ut the .settlers around Taranaki.^” 
'■ They have been forced to abandon their farms. 
The women and children have taken refuge in the 
town, while Colonel Gold has destroyed the mills, crops, 
and houses of the natives on the Tataraimaka block. 
So the war may be regarded as being fairly, or rather 
unfairly, begun ; God alone knows when it may end.” 
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Thk nalivc.s alleged that they had taken up arm.s 
against manifest wrong and injustice ; but underlying 
all other motives and actions was the land (juestion. 
The more sagacious chiefs entertained fears of the 
alienation of their territories. The growing superiority 
of the white settlers troubled them. Outnumbered, 
fighting against superior wea])ons, the day seemed near 
when, as in their songs and recitations, they began to 
lament, " The Maori people would be like a flock of 
birds upon a rock, with the sea rising fast around 
them.” The time seemed jrropitious to unite the 
tribes against the common foe. The natives w'ere 
estimated at sixty thousand, a large number being 
available fighting men. One determined assault upon 
the whites, who were not, as was supposed, more than 
eighty thousand, might settle the question. 

Mr. (afterwards Sir) William Fitzherbert said in 
the House in i86i that “the remark that we were 
living at the mercy of the natives was true, and 
reflected the greatest credit upon them. They had 
that knowledge, and yet forbore to u.se their power.” 
Now. however, war was declared between the two 
races; the untarnished honour of the British flag 
must be maintained. 
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At that time in the distracted colony there lived, 
strange to say, a body of men whose interests were 
primarily concerned neither with the acquisition of 
land, the profits of trade, nor the so-called prestige of 
the British crown. Voyaging to New Zealand long 
years ago, they announced themselves to be the bearers 
of a Divine message, the significance of which was 
nearly two thousand years old. With the weajions 
of peace' and good will they confronted the savage 
conquerors of the day. They lived among them 
unharmed, though not always able to prevent the 
torture of captives, the e.xecution of enemies taken in 
fight, or to stay the hand of the fierce tribes thirsting 
for conquest or revenge. But they had done much. 
They had laboured zealously and unselfishly. They 
had risked their lives, and those of the devoted 
wives who had accompanied them into the habitations 
of the heathen. Following the example of their 
])ioneer pastor, the saintly Samuel Marsden, they had 
introduced the arts of peace. They had jjloughed 
and .sowed, reaped and garnered. Favoured by the 
rich soil and moist climate, the cereals, the plants, the 
edible roots of older lands had flouri.shed abundantly. 

The heathen, though slow to ])erceive the benefit of 
such labours, had come to comprehend and to imitate. 
They shared in the fruits of the earth so abundantly 
provided. Trade had sprung up with adjoining 
colonies ; and, with the white man’s tools, his grain, 
his horses, his cattle, and sheep, in all of which the 
Maori was allowed to participate, came the revela¬ 
tion of the white man's God, the white man’s faith, 
the white man’s schools ; the missionary’s example did 
the rest. Gradifilly these agencies commenced to sway 
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the rude and turbulent tribe.s. A highly intelligent 
race, they deduced rule.s of conduct from the viikc- 
uaree, who was so different from any species of white 
man they had previously known. He was brave, for 
did he not from time to time risk his life, for peace' 
sake alone, between excited bands of enemies ? He 
made war on none ; he was slow to defend hirn.self; 
he trusted for prfitection in that Great Being who had 
])reserved him, his wife and little ones, in the midst 
of dangers by land and sea. b'rom time to time he 
took dangerous journeys, he crossed swollen rivers, 
he traversed pathless forests, he risked his life in frail 
barks on stormy seas, to prevent war, to rclca.se 
captivers. 

After years of toil and trial the reward of these 
devoted servants of the Lord appeared to be assured. 
Many of the older chiefs, men of weight and authority, 
were baptized as earnest converts. Others protected 
the missionaries, though they refused to <]uit the faith 
of their ancest(jrs. The scIkjoIs flourished, and, unpre¬ 
cedented among other races, aged men learned to 
read and write. The Bible was translated into the 
simple yet sonorous Maori tongue. Saw-mills and 
flour-mills, owned by natives, ai‘)se ; vessels even were 
built for them, in which their produce was taken to 
other ports. /\s far back as the bloodthirsty raids of 
To Waharoa, the ruthless ma.ssacres of Hongi and 
Kauperaha, the missionary lived amidst the people 
for whose s])iritual welfare he had dared danger and 
death, exile and privation. 

The members (T the different Christian Churches 
had shared emulously in the good work. Wesleyans 
and I’resbyterian.s, the Church of England and the 
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Catholic hierarchy, all had their representa¬ 
tives}’iffif supported ministers vowed to the service of 
the.heathen. Not always went they scathlcss. These 
soldiers of the Cross had seen their cottage homes 
burned, their families driven forth to seek shelter and 
protection at a distance. But, even when the worst 
passions of contending parties were aroused, there 
never failed them a chief or a warrior who took upon 
himself the charge of the helpless fugitives. 

The earlier missions were organized by remarkable 
men. Their descendants occupy high positions, and 
inherit the respect w'hich to their fathers was always 
accorded. But the most commanding figure in the 
little army of Christian .soldiers, the mo.st striking 
personality, was Selwyn, the first bishop of New 
Zealand. No ordinary cleric was the dauntless athlete, 
the apostolic prelate, the daring herald of good tidings, 
reckless of personal danger whether in war or peace. 
When the Waikato warriors, three hundred strong, 
went down the river from Ngarua-wahia under the 
young Matutaucrc, the bishop, travelling on foot, 
carried a message to friendly chiefs, w'ho undertook 
to bar the war-party from passing through their 
territory. The settler at whose house the bishop 
arrived soon after sunrise, dripping with water from 
the fording of a creek, told the story. Had his 
remonstrances, strengthened by those of the venerable 
Henry Williams, Chief Justice Martin, and Sir William 
Denison, received the consideration to w'hich they were 
entitled, "the great W'ar of i860, w'ith its resultant, 
the greater w'ar of 1863,”* would never have been 
fought. England's taxpayers would have been richer 
by the interest paid on a sum of several millions, and 

R 
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England’s dead, whose bones are restai^jClf’.^ltete 
cemeteries, or in unknown graves on many s’wmy 
hillside, would have been saved to family and friends. 

However, at this stage all developments lay 
shrouded in the veil of the future. On who.soever 
lay the blame, war had commenced in earne.st, and, 
accoriling to British traditions, must be fought out. 
It was arming and hurrying with all classes and all 
ages in Auckland, A.I), i860. Volunteers, militia, 
regulars, marines, hluej.ickels, were all under marching 
orders ; martial law was proclaimed around Taranaki ; 
all the ingredients of the devil's cauldron were sim¬ 
mering and ready to burst forth. 

If Massinger had desired the excitements of 
danger, of battle, murder, ami sudden death, this was 
the i)lace and the time, to the very hour. 

He had found no difficulty in enrolling him.sclf 
among the force known as Von Tem])sky’s h'orest 
Rangers. It was composed of the most resolute, 
daring sjiirits of the colony, many of whom had either 
been born in New Zc.iland or been brought up there 
from infancy. As a rule, used to country life, they 
rode well, and were good marksmen. A large pro¬ 
portion of them were the son.; of fanners, but there 
were also men who had held good positions in their 
day. Having lost their money, or othenvise drifted 
out of the ranks of the well-to-do, they cheerfully 
enlisted in this arm of the force, which, if irregular 
in di.scipline, had a prestige which the ordinary militia 
and volunteer regiments lacked. 

In such a corps the personal character of the leader 


is eveiy'thing ; ami in this respect they were excep¬ 
tionally fortunate. Carl Von Tempsky, the son of a 
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high in service, was a soldier of fortune 
in tSs" test sense of the word. He had served for 
several years with credit, if not distinction, until the 
temptation of a free adventurous life proved too 
strong for him. He quitted the ranks of the 3rd 
Fusiliers for a long ramble in Mexico, during which 
he held various military commands. 

After this foreign service he travelled through 
Central America, and knew Bluefields Bay and the 
Mosquito Shore, finally reaching New Zealand a 
year before the troublous time which supplied the 
U'arlikc excitement in which his nature revelled. Pro¬ 
ducing his credentials, he was at once appointed to 
the force which, under his leadership, became .so cele¬ 
brated. 11 is career was assured. Daring to recklass- 
ness. he was yet a thorough di.sciplinarian. Suave in 
manner, but unyielding, he controlled the wilder spirits 
in his regiment, while his confident and .successful 
gcncralshii) roused his men to a pitch of entliusiasm 
which rendered them well-nigh irresistible in the field. 
As scouts they were invaluable, often securing informa¬ 
tion of the movements of the enemy, which the super¬ 
stitious natives believed to be derived from witchcraft 
or sorcery. Their sudden onslaught upon outlying 
camps and redoubts demoralized the foe. While, when¬ 
ever they had brought anything like an equal force 
to bay, they invariably routed them with loss. Von 
Temp.sky, with his dark fla.shing eyes and cavalier 
curls, bearing him.self as though gifted with a charmed 
life. 

Such was the corps in which Massinger and War¬ 
wick found themselves ; for the latter had made up 
his tnind—on Mr. .Slyde’s principle, that in the present 
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State of affairs “one must join something”— 
the same flag as his erstwhile employer, to whom 
he had become personally attached. Of the young 
Englishman's courage and liberality he had the highest 
opinion ; of his prudence he felt doubtful. This was 
his chief reason, as he told Mr. Slyde, for enlLsting. 

“I .shouldn’t like to see him shot or tomahawked,” 
he said. “ He’ll make a grand soldier if he gets time ; 
but he's carele.ss—deuced carele.ss—and foolhardy. I’m 
afraid of some dog of a Waikato taking a pot-shot at 
him from behind a tree while he’s thinking of some¬ 
thing a thousand miles away.” 

♦ ♦ * » 

The- I'orest Rangers were a distinguished corps in 
which to be enrolled. From the beginning of the 
campaign their name had been in every one’s mouth. 
Their dress was j)icturesque, though toned down in 
regard to the special serv'ices on which thc\- were 
generally detailed. 

More was expected of them l)y the public than of 
any other volunteer force. And the public was not often 
disappointed. Von Tempsky was the Ivan ideal of a 
leader of irregular troops. Full of military ardour, brave 
to recklessness, and of singular aptitude for command, 
the men under him got into the habit of regarding 
themselves as enfanis pcrdiis, knew not what fear was, 
and carried out with success sorties, reconnoissances, 
and scout duty of the most daring and desperate nature. 
The work w-as entirely to Massinger’s taste. He found 
himself among kindred spirits. His former volunteer 
experience stood him in good stead. He was pro¬ 
mised speedy promotion. He came to believe that a 
military career in.war-time was, after all, his vocation, 
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and, as affording a succession of exciting adventures 
and dramatic incidents, the most desirable of all pro¬ 
fessions. 

The minor successes gained by the Waitara tribes 
before November, i860, had much elated the Ngati- 
awa, so that they conceived the idea of taking posses¬ 
sion of the Mahoetai hill, close to the main road and 
near the Bell Block stockade. More than a hundred 
Ngatihauas and Waikatos c.stablishcd them.selves there 
on a knoll surrounded by fla.x plants and raupo swamp. 
A combined attack of the 40th and 65th Regiments, 
with the militia, stormed the position. The volunteers 
and a company of the C5th were told off to the assault, 
which they made in good style. The Maoris .stood 
their ground well, killing and wtainding .some of the 
assailants, but eventually were driven out of their rifle- 
pits. They took refuge in a swamp, but, the raupo 
being fired, fled for their lives. They lo.st thirty-four 
killed and fifty wounded. .Several chiefs lay dead, 
including Taupo-rutu of Ngatihaua. Two were killed 
and four wounded of the vadunteers. 

After this affair two ccanpanies of the Forest 
Rangers were detailed, under Captains Von Tempsky 
and Jackson, for the purpose of scouring the forest 
between the Waikato and Auckland. Life and 
property in the settled districts had become insecure. 
To the great joy and satisfaction of Messrs. Slyde and 
Ma.ssinger, they found themselves in the first-named 
company, and were soon in the 'thick of a smart 
skirmish, in which two officers of a militia company 
were killed and half a dozen rank and file wounded, 
the enemy acknowledging more than double. 

They were now ceaselessly occupied in scouring 
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the bush and moving from place to place, for weeks 
together having no settled camp or abiding-place. 
On the Waiari stream, when sent to clear the enemy 
out of the river-scrub, they killed five and took several 
prisoners in a very short on.set. 

A more serious engagement followed, when at 
Waiheke they were cam])etl with the Arawa, two 
hundred strong, and found the enemy, compo.sed of 
Ngaitcrangi, Whaha-tohea, and Ngatiporou, awaiting 
them near Te Matata. Tlie positiem was well chosen : 
a deep stream in front, on their left flank a raised 
Ijeach, their right on the sea. The Forest Rangers 
carried the creek with a rush, well supported by the 
Arawa, after which tin; enemy waited no longer, hut, 
l)ur.suetl by the Rangers, fled until the Awa-tc-Atua 
river was reachcal. The British loss was light, but 
includetl Toi, the brave old chief of the Arawa. The 
enemy lost seventy men. 

Here Ma.ssinger hail an opportunit)’ of witne.ssing 
a characteristic incident of Maori warfare. A cele¬ 
brated chief of the Whaha-tohea, being taken pri.soner, 
fully exi)ected to be ])ut to death. Captain Mac- 
donncll took him under his protection, telling him 
that he had nothing to fear. From the men probably 
not, but Macdonnell had not calculated on the feelings 
of a bereaved wife. Toi’s widow, "wu'oth in wild 
despair," persuaded .some one to load a rifle for her, 
and walking up to the chief, blew his brains out. The 
tribe, after much argument, came to a decision much 
re.sembling that of Bret Harte’s jury at White Fine, 
viz. " Justifiable insanity,’’ 

“ Must be in luck now,’’ .said Mr. Slyde one 
morning, after an orderly had been seen riding into 
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camp. " Shouldn’t wonder if the general had got 
some special work cut out for us.” 

“ I hope -SO,” replied Massinger. “ We'll know 
soon, as Warwick is talking to Captain St. George, 
w'hom Von is sure to giv^e the first order to. Now 
both arc called up. Something on by the look of 
Warwick. Here he comes.” 

“Well, where are w'c to go, most noble carl and 
king-maker } Route to the Uriwera or the Reinga ^ ” 

•' There’s an off chance of the last place for some 
of us,” said Warwick, who didn’t care for Maori 
jokes, detached, as by education and travel he had 
become, from his maternal relatives. “ The route is 
to the I’atea River near the edge of a forest, where 
the whole of the tribes of the North Island might 
hide. The villages there are not exactly in trees, but 
nearly as hard to climb uj) to.” 

“ All the better—give us new ideas,” said Slyde. 
“ Tired of this flat country work. 

‘ My licait’s in the Highlands, 

My heart is not hero ; 

My lieart's in the Highlands, 

A-chasing the deer.’ 


What a country this wouKl be for red deer! By the 
way, I wontler if I shall ever have the luck to pot a 
■stag of ten ? No saying ; come .some day. When do 
we start, and how many men ? ” 

“Two companies, fifty each. Daylight in the 
morning. Camp at Kaka-ramea.” 

Stationed at this inviting locality, where, as Mr. 
Slyde remarked, the country consisted of hills without 
valley.s, rivers without briclges, and inconvenient cliffs 
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thrown in, the hawk eyes of Warwick discovered a 
track leading up the face of an almost perpendicular 
cliff. 

“ This track goes up the cliff, but how are we to 
go up ? ” asked Massinger. " A goat couldn’t do it." 

“ Do you sec those climbers carelessly thrown 
along the track ^ " 

“ 1 do see some supple-jack here and there.” 

“ Tho.se,” said Warwick, “are Maori ladders, which 
you will find strong enough when it is your turn to 
try them. Of the two, I would rather trust to them 
than ordinary rope." 

“ When do we start ? ’’ asked Massinger. 

“Not to-day, or perhaps to-morrow. They have 
scouts on the watch. The major won’t move until 
they get carele.s.s. Then a midnight affair.” 

“ Regular ‘ Der Iweischutz ’ business,” said Slyde. 
“ Dour midnight. Circle. Skulls neatly arranged. 
‘ Zamicl, come forth! ’ etc. Owls in forest, please 
attend. Come to think, we rtrr rather in the I'rei- 
schutz line. If we get back to Auckland one of these 
fine days (or years), good idea for private theatricals.” 

“We .shall have them in private and public,” said 
Warwick, “before the season’s over. Likely to end 
up with a tragedy, too.” 

“ Tragedy or comedy, we shall be in the front row,” 
said Massinger ; “ but, the overture not having com¬ 
menced, we can’t criticize the performance. Our jeitn 
premier. Von Tempsky, however, would do honour to 
any opera in Europe. What a romantic-looking fellow 
he is in his undre.ss uniform! Calm, yet determined- 
looking, an expression which would never alter in the 
face of death. Hair worn longer than we Englishmen 
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affect, but it becomes some people. As a fashion it’s 
certain to come in again. Cavalrj' sabre, forage cap, 
blue tunic, boots to the knee,—there you have him. 
He would have been a Feld some day if he had 
remained in the Imperial service.” 

” Better that he is with us to-night,” .said Warwick. 

Besides being a first-class leader, he is one of the 
smartest scouts that ever picked up a track. Did 
you ever hear what he diil at Papa-rata ? Many a 
man wears the Victoria Cross for less.” 

“ No —that is, heard generally. Tell us about it," 
said Sl) de. “ Afraid I shouldn’t do much in that line.” 

“ Nor I either,” .said Ma.ssinger. “ I am all ears.” 

“You'll never be all eyes, captain,” said Warwick, 
with a grim smile. " And by Maori custom a captured 
.scout is doomed to tortures that can’t be told. I 
always keep one shot in my revolver.” 

" P'or whom ? " asked Massinger. 

“For myself, if ever I’m ‘jum])ed,’ ” an.swercd War¬ 
wick, who had acquired, among his other experiences, 
a few miner’s idiom.s. “ But here is the .story. The 
general wanted a sketch of the enemy’s works at 
Papa-rata, which they had occupied in force. Our 
Von undertook the seiaace—sort of forlorn hope busi- 
ne.ss—and, like everything he ever began, carried it 
out thoroughly. He managerl to liide himself in the 
.scrub and flax in the very midst of the natives, and, 
far worse for discoveiy, their jirowling clogs, popularly 
suppo.sed to wind a white man a mile off. There he 
calmly sketched the position, and got safe back into 
camp. They gave him his commission for it.” 

“And well he deserved it,” said Massinger. 

“ So say I,” chimed in Slyde. " Good thing 
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about a war, attracts best fellows of all nationalities— 
Johnnies that prefer discomfort and revel in danger; 
used to light marching order, too. Sort of war corre¬ 
spondent business ; murder and sudden death thrown 
in. Deuced exhilarating when you come to think of it." 

“ Dcj you know, I find it so,” answered Massinger, 
entering into the joke. “ And our light marching 
order is a triumph of economy <>{ .space. Nothing 
approaches it I)ut a middy’s wardrobe, and he has a 
.shij) to carry it. I must have my.sclf photograj)hed 
when we—may I say if —we return to camj). Let 
me see—Forest Ranger, ‘ in his habit as he lived ; ’ 
applicalilc to either case, you .see. Item—Did 
1 think I -should ever carry one One blanket, one 
great coat, twenty rounds of ammunition, all put uj) 
in a waterproof; three days’ rations of meat and 
bi.scuit ; half a bottle of rum. Revolver, carbine, 
cartridgc-bo.K, tomahawk—all most useful, not to .say 
ornamental, when sliding down precipices in the dark, 
as we did on entering camp last night. ” 

“ Camp accommoilation ; don’t forget that," added 
Slydo. 

“ Fire strictly forbidden. Sleeping apartment of 
the wild boar of the forest. I'll swear that where 
you anil I, Warwick and Ilaj', slept last night—for 
we did sleep — under the hollow rimu tree, had 
belonged to one. ‘ Feeds the boar in the old frank,’ 
as the wild prince says. Also, over and above all 
these pleasures and palaces, our lives hang on a chance 
from day to day—that of being surrounded in the 
heart of a forc.st, and cut off to a man.” 

“ Conversation most improvin’,” said Mr. Slyde. 
" Seems to lack the comic clement, though ! ‘ Want a 
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piano,’ as the Johnnie said to Thackeray after lecture. 
As we've an early engagevimt —ha, ha!—in the morn¬ 
ing, .suppose we turn in Now • I lay me down to 
sleep.’ Rain recommencing. ‘ Drought broken up,’ 
as they say in Australia.” 

It was not very late—nine o’clock, indeed, no 
more. Camp evenings were apt to be long without 
late dinners or books. However, it not being their 
watch, the friends lay down in their " lair,” and in fiv'e 
minutes, despite the rain, from which, indeed, tlic o’er- 
arching tree in great part saved them, fell fast asleep. 

At midnight on the third day the inarch was re¬ 
commenced and the cliff jiath reached. Von Tempsky, 
with .seventy men, made a start punctually, as was 
his wont. Massinger felt doubtfully entertained at 
the idea of swinging in mid-air, clinging to a rude 
arrangement of trailers, with, perhaps, exgiectant 
Maoris at the top. However, he forbore remark, 
and after he had .seen Von Tem])sky shin uj) the 
swaying half-seen line like a man-of-war Jack, he 
felt reassured. 

'■ W'hat a leader he is ! " thought he. 

“• ‘ Alike to him the sea, the shore, 

TIic branch, the bridle, and the oar.’ 

We are all in hard condition, Itickil)-." 

Between the precarious foothold on the cliff and 
the ladder of withes—Warwick, by the way, was 
immediately behintl him—he reached the top safely. 

“ Here we are ! ” he said, as Warwick .sprang up 
and stood by his side. " I shouldn't care, though, to 
go do'ivn the same way, especially if they had crossed 
our track and decided to wait there for our return.” 
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“ They would find an officer and thirty men there,” 
.said Warwick. “ Our Von always takes care to leave 
a place open for retreat. Catch him napping! ” 

Dawn found them in a deserted village, recently 
occupied, however, as the fires were still alight. 
P\jshing on across a gorge, smoke was seen rising, 
ai:id OQ the summit of the ridge a large clearing was 
sighted, with a number of whares at the other end. 

“ There they arc ! ” said Massinger. 

“Those whares are only temporary," explained 
Warwick—“ used by the natives to put in a crop or take 
it up. I can see Maoris ; they don’t .see us, however.” 

The order came at that moment to extend in line 
along the forest edge, behind a barricade of dead 
timber, thrown aside from the clearing. This they 
climbed, but were immediately seen by the natives, 
who fired a volley, mortally wounding a young officer 
and one of the Rangers. The senior officer, next to 
Von Tempsky, was also hit. The attempt to clislodge 
the enemy from some fallen timber, under cover of 
which they were able to hold the attacking force in 
check, failed, owing to their right re.sting on a cliff, 
not previously noticed. A smart skirmish took place, 
however, in which the enemy was routed, leaving 
three dead on the ground. 

“ Had the be.st of it,” said Mr. Slyde after supper. 
“ Not a glorious victory, though, by any means. Two 
to one—bad exchange again.st natives. Poor young 
Stansfield, too! Took me and Warwick all we knew 
to get him down that beastly ladder.” 

“ Poor chap! ” said Massinger. “ What spirits 
he was in when we started! Stark and cold now. 
Fortune of war, I suppo.se.” 
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‘‘ Bush-fighting not all beer and skittles," remarked 
his companion. "Better luck next time.” 

One of the really “stunning engagements” (as 
Mr. Slydc phrased it) in which Massinger and his 
two comrades took active part, was the fight before 
Paterangi. The enemy’s works were about thred 
miles distant from the headquarters’ camp at 

The .sailors, under Lieutenant Hill, Il.M.S. Curd^oa, 
had their camp close to the landing-place, to which’ 
the Avon, with stores, made daily trips. 

The tars, to relieve the monotony of camp life, 
had got hold of cricketing materials, and on fine 
afternoons the stumps were set up and play carried 
on, secundum artem, as unconcernedly as if there was 
no such thing ns n Maori foe within a few hundred 
yards of them. 

“ Look at Von Tempsky! ” said Slyde (the 
Rangers being at headquarters in case any specially 
dangerous scouting was on hantl.) " Cool as if he 
was li.stening to a military band in Berlin. Trifle 
better music there, I dare say. Picturesipie-looking 
beggar, isn't he ? Cigar in mouth, forage cap always 
on the side of his head. Curls /i ravir. Not our 
form, but they become him. Wouldn’t think he was 
the man that spoilt an ambush at Mount ligmont, 
when the general made his point to jxnnt march 
through the bush there.” 

“Just the man, I should think. But how was it 
" Rangers, you see, marched with the column. 
Passing through thickest spot. Von left track with 
his men and vani.shed. Troops thought took wrong 
path. Sharp firing heard. Von reappears front of 
the column, forcing his way through the supi>le-jacks. 
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.sword in one hand, revolver in the other, knife 
between his teeth, dripping with blood. Ambu.sh 
laid for troops—destroyed it." 

“ No wonder everybody swears by him. I suppose 
these fellows would have had a steady volley at the 
column ? ” 

“Regular pot-shot. Sure to kill officers, be.sides 
twenty or thirty Tommies. Might even have bagged 
the general. Grc.it hand at the bowie-knife, Von. 
Learned that in Mexico. Throws it to an inch. 
Great \\eai)on at close (]uarters.’’ 

“ I dare say,” replied Ma.s.singer. " I don’t .seem 
to take to it myself. All’s fair in war, of course.” 

"Suppose v\'e have a bathe in the Mango-kiko.’ 
It feels warmer this afternoon.’’ 

This moti(.)n being carried, our triumvirate pro¬ 
ceeded to the river-bank with a party of the 40th, 
men who bathed there every day. 

•' The water’s all right,’’ said Warwick, “ but I don’t 
like this manuka scrub. The river’s not too wide, 
;uid there’s good cover on the other side.’’ 

“ Surely there’s no chance of there being natives 
so close to the camp’’ said Massinger, who thought 
Warwick a trifle over-cautions this time, often as he 
had reason to admit his astonishing accuracy in all 
that concerned woodcraft. 

This occasion was not destined to be an exception, 
for no .sooner had they undressed than a volley from 
acro.ss the river showed that natives I/it/i been concealed 
on the opposite bank. 

Fortunatel>', a covering party of twenty men under 
a lieutenant had been sent with them, who imme¬ 
diately returned fire, and a sharp exchange began. 
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The sounds of the firing brought up a reinforcement 
from the 40th and 50th Regiments, under Colonel 
Havelock, who got to the rear of the concealed 
natives, the same ti-tree which had screened them 
serving to hide the troops. At an old earthwork they 
came .suddenly upon them. Captain Jackson of the 
h'orcst Rangers and Captain Headley of the Auckland 
Rifles marched with the su])ports, eventually driving 
the Maoris from their position in the e.arthwork. A 
hot rail)' while it lasted, but a V'ictoria Cro.ss was 
gained in it by Captain Headley, who, under heavy 
fire and with his clothes riddled with bullets, carried 
out a wounded soldier. 

“ D-d nuisance ! ” said Mr. Slyde, resuming his 

garments. “ Left arms at camp, or we might have 
had a throw in. Other chaps got all the fun. Oh, 
here comes Warwick, heavily armed, and no mistake." 

It was even so. That resourceful henchman had 
bolted back to camp and returned with his arms full 
of their carbines and revolvers. 

"And, by Jove! here comes Von Tempsky and 
part of our company,” exclaimed Ma.ssiiiger, unusually 
excited. " Was there ever such luck ^ ” 

No time was lo.st in joining the Ranger.s, who 
had ju.st fjeen ordered to cro.ss the river and clear 
the scrub. 

Without a moment’s hesitation, headed by Von 
Tempsky, they [ilunged into the .stream, and emerging 
like modern river-gods drip]iing with the Mango- 
piko, rushed on the enemy. A desperate hand-to- 
hand fight ensued. The natives retreated, leaving 
eight dead, side by side, amid the trampled fern. 
The Rangers only had three men wounded, including 
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Mr. Mas.singer, in the arm—hi.s first title to distinction, 
as having bled in the cause of his Queen and country. 

Like many other small wars and skirmi.she.s, it led 
to complications. A body of natives came out from 
the pah at Patcrangi to help their people. The 
skirmishers of the 40lh v\'ere thrown forward to check 
them. P'ive men killed and six wounded of the 
40th. while the natives from Paterangi lost over forty 
killed anti thirty wounded. 

Mr. Massinger's arm was sore enough that night, 
though he was loth to admit it. 

“ ■ Quite enough to get,' as the .soldier remarked 
in ‘ Pickwick.' Deuced hot work while it lasted. New 
style of bathing-party. Have to look up a tree before 
you sit under it ne.xt. Maoris everywliere.” 

•“All's well that ends well,'" rejoined Massinger, 
with his arm in a sling. " Lucky that Warwick 
brought the carbines. I wouldn’t have missed that 
dash across the river fiw .vorlds. We also covered 
the rear effectually, \"on Tempsky marching as if he 
was on parade.” 

“He wasn’t the only one who was cool,” said 
Warwick. “The adjutant-surgeon .stojiped the bleeding 
in your arm as steady as if he was in the hospital 
tent. Bullets pretty thick, too.” 

The colonel commanding did justice to the 
merits of all concerned, and when Lieutenant Roland 
Massinger’s name occurred in the list of wounded 
among the P'orcst Rangers, under Major Von 
Tempsky, that gentleman felt himself more than 
recompensed for any trifling inconvenience he might 
have undergone. 



CHAPTER XII 

Thk campaign dniggctl on till June, the antipodean 
mid-winter, was reached. Dark were the long cold 
inghts, cca.selc.ss the rain, as the tro<.rps and voluntecr.s 
struggled through forests kncc-clcep in mud, wn'th 
creeks to ford and fl.ax swamps to wade through. 

An insufficient commissariat tried the con.stitution 
of the hardiest. Massinger ..as lunv in a position to 
comiirchend thoroughly the tearful odds against which 
the British regulars fongl’.t in the y\merican revolu¬ 
tionary war. There they confronted an enemy who.se 
very children, as .soon as they were strong enough l(.> 
lift the long ride of the period, were the dcai.llie.st of 
marksmen. 

Behind the forest pillars or benc.ath the fallen logs, 
what perfect cover had the backwoodsmen, trained 
to all woodcraft and inured to a hunter’s life, where 
subsistence often dei)ended u])on jiatient stalking and 
.accuracy of aim ! 

Almost similar comlitions prevailed in this guerilla 
warfare to which England's armaments stood com¬ 
mitted. The " mute Maori ” glided through the 
imderbru.sh or amid the fern, himself invisible, until 
he arose in open order before the astonished troops. 

S 
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“ At times a warning trumpet note. 

At times a stifled hum. ’ 

he had winded from afar. Reckless itt a.ssault as 
elusive in retreat, the desperate Maori seemed a 
demmiiac foe. Liviiif; on fern-root, shell-fish, or 
kumera, he needed no bapjera^re. The women of the 
tribe, minsdinpj with the warriors, cooked the neccssar)' 
food, carried off the wounded, anil were not averse 
to occasional fighting. W'ith ten thousand regular 
lroo])s, as well as levies of militia and volunteers against 
them, with poweiTtil tribes of their own race, /■uses 
atitl daring as them.selves, who fought for the pakeha 
with a ferocity not e.Kceeded in the bloodiest tribal 
wars, their position appeared hopeless. Still the 
.stubborn Maori held his own. In staying power, as 
in other respects, the aboriginal, the Briton of the 
South, displaj-ed his similarity to his Northern pro¬ 
totype. No such conflict had lieen waged b)^ an 
.aboriginal r.ace against the arms of civilization since 
the Iceni and the Brigantes confronted Caisar's 
legions, fought the world’s m.asters for generation 
after generation, centur\’ after century, till, wearied 
with the profitless strife and barren occupation, they 
withdrew, ami left the savage inhaliitants to a climate 
of .such rigour and gloom that they alone seemed to 
be its fitting inhabitants. .Such for a time appeared 
to be no improbable final,’ to the Waikato war. 
Months, even years, jiassed without tangil)!^; result, 
without solid advantage to the iinaders. 

So the seasons wore on, until Massinger began to 
look upon himself less as a colonist than a soldier. 
'• The reveille,” the bugle-call, became familiar to him, 
and his comi>anions ; for neither Sl}'de nor Wanvick, 
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more than himself, dreamed of quitting service until 
the war w'as over, the ])lay played out. 

Both Englishmen had been wounded at different 
times, but so far not severel}’. 'I'hey were commencing 
to feel the true fatalism of the soldier, convinced that 
they were invulneral)le until their predestined hour. 
They came to be well known among the forces, with 
their guide, from whom they were rarely separated. 
With no jx-rsonal interest in the matter, with no land 
to dcfwul, no interest to con.ser\e, they remained 
simply because they happened to be on the spot, 
and, coming of fighting blood, hatl no power to with¬ 
draw themselves from the fascination of battle, murder, 
and sudden death. 

Strange as it seemed to Massinger, they had never 
happened to meet ICrena. They heard of her from 
time to time, but Mannering and his hapn, though 
always at the front, were either in another direction 
when they fell acro.ss the Ngapuhi contingent, or the 
I'orest Rangers were on outpost diitv'. 

Nor was intelligence wanting of traits of heroism 
on her i)art in the numerous skirmishes and sorties 
of which her father was the leader. Drcs.sed like his 
•Maori allies, with a plume of feathers in his hair, 
with cartridge-pouch and waistbelt accoutred proper, 
wherever the fight was lierce-^t, high above friend and 
foe ro.se th« tall form of Allister Mannering. 

And ever as the battle-waves surged forw^ird, 
or were rolled back by superior forces, the eager, 
fearle.ss face, the huntre.ss form of Erena was seen, 
disdainful of danger as the fabled godde.ss in the 
Trojan war. Her cho.scn band of dusky maidens— 
relatives or near friends—accepted her guidance, and 
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surrounded her in every engagement; many a 
wounded soldier or native ally had they borne from 
the fray, or succoured when wounded and helpless 
on the field. Often had they warned outlying settlers 
when the j)rowling taua was approaching the unsus¬ 
pecting family. Naj’, it was asserted that had Erena’s 
counsel been taken, her letter regarded, the murder 
of the missionary, with wife and babes, might have 
been averted. .Sometimes near, sometimes afar, but 
never absolutely within .sjrccch or vision, the situation 
to Massinger’s aroused imagination became tantalizing 
to such a painful degree that he felt resolved to 
terminate it without further delay. 

It is not to be .supposed that he was without 
occasional tidings from that land of liis fathers, from 
which, as he sometimes considered, he had hastily 
exiled himself. 

h'or was it not exile, in the fullest .sen.se of the 
word (Edipus in Cokaia was a joke to it. Was 
this travel-stained, over-wearied, haggard man, who 
trudged day by day, and often from night to dawn, 
through darksome woods and endless marshes, in 
daily risk of being “ shot like a rabbit in a ride,” the 
same Massinger of the Court, who was wont to turn 
out so s]kck and span at covert and copse t 

He could hardly believe it, any more than that 
the sardonic soldier at his side, who.se unsparing 
comments included the Government, the New Zealand 
Company, the soldiers, and the sailors, the general, 
the governor, the colonists, the natives, by no means 
excepting himself, as the champion idiots of the centur)’, 
was the erstwhile debonair Dudley Slyde, faultless in 
costume as unapproachable in languid elegance. 
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It has been observed that a campaign brings out 
the best or worst points of a man’s character. This 
struck Massinger as a proposition proved to demon¬ 
stration when he saw the cheerful acquiescence of 
i\Ir. Slyde in the drudgeries and dangers of their 
harassing expeditions. He it was who volunteered 
for ” fatigue" duty by night or day ; ready at any 
hour to help to bury the dead, to forage for provisions, 
to cover retreat, to attend the wounticd, at the same 
time keeping up the cheerfulness of the rank and 
flic by his withering execrations, which, from their 
very incongriiousness, always jnovoked the laughter 
of his comrades. 

The simple privates voted him the " riimmest 
chap as ever they .see,” at the same time fully appre¬ 
ciating his coolness under fire and many-sided utilit}'. 

Nor was Warwick unmindful of the necessity of 
keeping up the rejmtation of Ivs trvis vtousquetaircs, as 
they were occasionally called, lie e.xhibitcd in his 
l)ersonal traits certain distinct tendencies derived 
from an admixture of the races. Grave, steadfast, 
and trustworthy, obedient to orders, as became his 
Anglo-Saxon de.sccnt, he was occasionally affected 
with the Ik'rserker frenzy of his mother’s jreople. At 
such moments he would rush to the front, heedless 
of friends or foes, and indulge him.self in the blood- 
fury of her reckless race. When mixed up with 
friendly natives he would stalk through the hottest 
of the fire with tho.se younger chiefs, who desired to 
have some daring achievement to boast of when the 
war was over. It more than once hapixsned that his 
companions returned no more, having fallen to a 
man in the breach, or when they had surmounted the 
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lofty palisades which engirdled the fortress, behind 
which lay trench and fascine, gallery and bastion. So 
far Warwick had always returned, blood-stained and 
powder-blackened, with torn uniform and dimmed 
accoutrements, dropping with fatigue, and half dead 
with thirst, but safe and utiharmed, ready—and more 
than ready—for the next day’s e.xploits. When in 
this mood he had been .seen side by side with the 
famous Winiata, standing on the parapet of a be¬ 
leaguered redoubt, having guns handed to them, with 
which they kc])t up a ceaseless fusilade, they them- 
■sclvcs the centre of a close and deadly volley. 

I'iven in the inid.st of war's alarms theMnglish soldier 
finds time for recreative ixistime and the omnijrrescnl 
national sports. 

luxitball and cricket, polo and other matches 
flouri.sh, in which distinction is enjoyed with a pathetic 
disregard of the morrow. When it chances that the 
" demon bowler " of the regiment, who has taken five 
wickets in four “overs,” is himself bowled ne.vt daj’ 
with a smaller ball and }et more deadly delivery, short 
shrift and brief requiem suffice. The batsman’s .stumps 
are scattered, and no L.H.W. affords an api)eal to the 
umpire. 

In jiolo the fortune of war. imleed, dwarfs the 
untoward accidents of the game. Who can object to 
a “criunider” of a fall, when horse and rider may .so 
soon form part of the sad comjjany “ in one red 
burial blent ” No! the bugle-call sounds to arms, 
aiul his comrades form in line, .all unheeding of the 
gap in the ranks. 

There is a superficial appearance of callou.sness 
about our llritish customs in this respect. But none 
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the less is deep and sincere mourning made for the 
dead ; none the less among Britons in action all over 
the world is care for the wounded, self-sacrificing 
heroism in the field, so common as to be inconspicuous. 

Hurdle-racing, not to say stceplcchasing, was in 
abeyance, owing to the low condition of the cavalry 
.arm, and the extreme difficulty in ])rocuring fodder. 
The climate and the native ])asture forbade the grass- 
feeding, which in Australia would have been all-suffic¬ 
ing. But polo, owing to the exertions of tho.se officers 
who luu! served in India, and to the occasional capture 
of Maori jionies, became most popular. Football, 
again, was eminently suited to the damp and cold 
region in which their lines were cast, and supplied 
the means of warmth and ex'erci.sc at small cost. 

d'he.st; siiorts kept up the s|)irit.s of the variousl)' 
gathered forces. The ]\I:iori allies took to the game 
of football with zest and enthusiasm, their .astcinishing 
acti\’ity and strength making them almost an iwer- 
match for their British instructerrs. Their shouts and 
war-cries, when there was no particular need for 
caution, made the camp livel)- and animated, teiuling 
to produce, ;is similar sports ])eculiar to I'ingland and 
her colonies always do, a feeling of harm(.)ny and good 
fellowship between the different orders and races, in¬ 
valuable for the vtcrale of the heterogeneous force 
gathered oji the banks of the W.iikato. 

But all other interc.sts and e.xjiectations were dulled 
in comparison w ith those which jrrevailed on the day 
when the .somewhat irregular arrival of th<‘ mails took 
place. 

Often by water would the messenger appear. 
.\ canoe wxjuld .steal u]) to river-bank or lake-shore 
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at midnight, freighted with the hope.s and fears of a 
thousand lives ; or a solitary native would come tearing 
through the mazes of the forest, bleeding from briars, 
panting audibly, like an Indian runner in the old 
French war of the Canadas, and, casting down the 
precious wallet with a “hugh!” expressive of deep 
relief, saunter off to the Maori camp, where a .suffi¬ 
ciency of pork and kumera awaited him, or at the 
worst, dried shark, pippi, and fern-root. 

Then, as the ])ricelcss missives were handed to 
the feverishly expectant i)osscs,sors, what sudden 
revulsions of feeling were apparent! b'ew had suffi¬ 
cient self-control to await the moment when the 
contents could be dcv'ourcd in secrecy. Hut, standing 
about in all directions, could the recipients be descried 
with oi)cn letter and expressive features, relaxed, fixed, 
sati.sfied, overjo)’ed, relieved, de.sj)airing. according as 
the I'kites had tlealt the measure of w eal or w'oe. 

At such a momentous ordeal, when his letters 
were giv'en to Massinger, one came in the well-know'ii 
hand of Mrs. Merivale, iu‘e Hranksome. 

I’utting the collection into his pocket w ithout trace 
of excitement, he wended his way to his tent, where, 
seating him.sclf, he opened the envelope, and read as 
follows:— 

“Mv !)r..\R Sir Rol.am), 

"As Harry .sees all your letters, and occa¬ 
sionally criticizes mine from a man's point of view 
(terribly wrong, as I ahva}’.s tell him), I may without 
indiscretion supply the jxxssessive prefix. Sounds 
ejuite learned, doesn’t it ? Besides, ten—or is it not 
twelve ?- thousand miles' distance jircvcnts a hint of 
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impropriety in our correspondence. After all thi.s 
explanation, I proceed to say ’How do you do.’’ 
lloiv arc you getting on in that rao.st unpleasant 
war, which would be ludicrous if it were not so 
dangerous, and into which you seem to have rushed 
for no conceivable reason, but because you disap|)rovc 
and have no earthly interest connected witli itTalk 
of man being a rational being, indeed ! 

"tic often aigucs like one, but how rarely—almost 
never, iinleed—docs he act in accordance with his 
theories ! 

"ilowcier, like .all decent Englishmen embarked 
in a tjuancl. you are bound in honour to go through 
with it. I'hc t|ue.stion uhich ])erplexes your friends— 
and you have a fe\e, nsther more th.in the average, 
indeed—is }’ou should have gone into it at all. 

I am not going to say ‘One le diable, etc.’—by the 
way, 1 ought to have stopjied at the ‘One’—but we 
all think so! 

"()ne exhausts one’s self in trj ing to find a ctiusc 
(reason, of course, there is none) for thi.s effect ; that 
is, for your migration to the 'other side of the world,’ 
as Jean ingelow has it in th.at dear .song of hers. 1 
have been reading (jcrman philoso])hy lately, and now 
know that )'ou must go much further back than is 
generally thought necessary for jicople’s tastes and 
dispositions, princi]ilcs, and actions. 

This, then, would be the formula, b'irst, l l)-patia’s 
parents, or one of them, having, on account of some 
accidental family trait, bestowed upon her an abnor¬ 
mally altrui.stic natuie. 

"Then the)’ jirocecd to fui’nish her with a .shame-, 
fully superior aiul unnece.ssary education, developing 
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her intellect at the expcn.se of her common sense, so 
that she feels herself vowed to the social advancement 
of the masses (as if they arc not even now unpleasantly 
close to the classes). This by the way. 

Cause No. 2 : Strenuous attempts to move the 
.social fabric, with the usual effect—loss of health and 
failure of ‘ mission,’ sclf-dcdicatcd. 

“Cause No. 3; Her refu.sal of the ‘plain duty of 
womanhood,’ and .so on, which wrecks j'lWr career, as 
far as we can see, without imj^roving her own. How¬ 
ever, .she will doubtless plead that ‘her intentions 
were f^ood.’ Harry, who has been lookin'^ over my 
shoulder (most improperly, I tell him), comes out 
with, ‘ D—n her intentions ! ’ (or words to that effect). 

‘ Women abvays .say .so w hen they’ve made a mon; 
de.structive muddle of thint^s than usual!' He has 
now’ been chased out of the room, so 1 proceed to 
finish my letter in iieace. 

“ As it A nearin'; the end, I may treat \ <ju to a 
l)it of news which you may regard as more ini])ortant 
than the whole of the preceding despatch. Our 
mutual friend has a dearest chum in New Zealand, 
to whom she is devoted—the wife of a mi.ssionary 
clergyman. They live in your .shockingly disturbed 
district, where for some years they have been con¬ 
verting the heathen with gratifying results. This 
Mary Summers is the best of j-oung v\omen, and, 
w hen she is not making ‘ moral pocket ’ankcrchers,’ 
writes to our H}'patia. I don’t want to be irreverent 
(Harry says—well, nev’cr mind ; but he doesn’t like 
that kind of thing—says it’s bad form), only the 
temptation was irresistible. Well, where was I Oh! 
she sa\'s ' the field ’ is most interesting: the Maoris 
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are a noble race—ten times more worthy of a life's 
devotion than our slum savages, and so on. W'ell, 
Hypatia, being discouraged about t/tcui, appears to 
me to incline to a Maori crusade. So that it is 
possible —mind, 1 go no further—that one of these 
days you might see ' the—er—one loved name,’ or 
‘once loved,’ as the ca.se might be, in a jiassenger 
list. 

“More wonderful things have happened before 
now, and I certainly did find her reading ‘ Kanuif 
;ind Amohia ’ the other day. 

“It is reall}’ dreadful the length of this letter of 
mine. However, I must tell jam a little news. Your 
successor at Massinger Court has got on very well 
with the county. Just ;it first, of course, peojile, after 
the manner of our cautious country-folk, fought shy 
(.>f them. After a while, howecer, they were voted 
■nice,’ esiieciall)' after I.oial J.;ike, an ex-Governor, 
and his wife. Lad)’ Maud, came down to sta)’ witli 
them, and it leaked out that they were related to the 
Lexingtons of Saxmundham. Mot that they men¬ 
tioned the fact. 1 lari’)’ says the son is a cajiital fellow 
- -rides, shoots, hunts, in most jiroper style, cpiiet in 
manner, but amusing, and ]da)’s jrolo and cricket 
better than most iiKai. 

“ The girls, too, are ])retty and ])leasant, great at 
tennis and archery, besides being musical. The father 
suliscribes liberally to the count)’ charities, and is hand- 
and-glove with the parson, who says he is unusually 
well read. So )’ 0 u are in danger of being forgotten 
—do you hear, .sir —and serv e )’ou right, b)- all but a 
vivy/(•w, who still think occasionally of the rigl/tffil 
otvner of Massinger Court and Chase ; among whom 
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1 am proud to enrol myself, and (this is the last 
sheet) remain 

'• Alw ays yours vciy' sincerely, 

Ei.iz.miktii Mertvalk.” 

The daw'ii was brealring on the morning of a cold 
and gusty day, as the shivering men of the No. a 
Company of the I'orest Rangers were tlrying them- 
.selvi.-s at an indifferent fire, when Warwick held up 
a warning hand. 

'■ Some one coming.” 

Mr. Slyde lifted his rifle carelessly, and remarked, 
A morning call. One of our .scouts, or a tun bent 
on death or glory'. He should have come la.st night, 
v\ hen we were too tired to cook su])])er ; now I feel 
as if a brush with the ‘ ho.stiles ’ w'ould revive me.” 

"It's no nativ'e," affirmed Warwick. "lie has 
boots on, and is walking too fast for a surprise party. 
1 lore he comes. ’ 

As he spoke, the bu.sh parted, and a plainly dressed 
man in dark clothes walked rapidly across the oi)en 
ground in front of the camp. 

" lly Jove, it’s the bishop ! ” said Mr. Slyde. Then 
advancing, he bowed, and in deeply respectful tones 
greeted the apo.stolic prelate who departed .so seriously 
from the modern manner of bishops of the kNtablished 
Church. 

“ 1 am afraid, my lord, that you have had an 
uncomfortable journey ; you must have started early' 
if you came from Tukerimu.” 

" Comfort and I have long been at odds,” said 
the stranger—for it was indeed George Augustus 
Sclwyri, the famous Bishop of New Zealand, who 



xr 


WAK TO THE KNIFE 


269 


Stood there drenched to the skin, with the water 
dripping from his garments—“and will be until this 
unhappy war is over. The fact is, that 1 heard 
through a native convert that the missionaries at 
Ohaupo were in danger, so I started at midnight to 
warn them. The creek was flooded, or 1 shoukl not 
Itave looked .so much like a drowned rat." 

Ma.s.singer, who had been ga/ing intently at the 
devoted Churchman of whom he Itad hcaixl .such 
wondrous stories—tales of his courage, his athletic 
feats, his influence among the natives, his elo(|uence, 
his tender trc;itmcnt ('f the wounded on lioth sides— 
was lo.st in admiration as he gazed ;it the e.xpressive 
countenance, so noble in its siinjdicity. lie now came 
forward with an offer of a change of garments. 

“ My friend. Lieutenant Massinger," .saitl Mr. Slyde, 
introducing him. " J le has only joined recent!}-, and, 
indeed, is but lately from Lngland.’’ 

“Massinger of the Court? Surely not!" said the, 
bishop, with an air of much interest. “How strange 
that we .should meet thus! 1 knew your ))Co])le well 
before I left baigland. 1 \\ill not ask you how you 
came to be thus engaged, but must content myself 
with declining your courteous offer, \Ve are all in 
one boat as to di.scomfort. 1 am oidy bearing my 
share of the common burden ; jind, indeed, I believe 
that were 1 to trouble my head about these trifling- 
privations. 1 .should lo.se my robust health, and, like 
some of my jjoor native parishioners, become a prey 
to ordinary ailment.s.” 

At this stage of the interview an orderly arrived 
with a pressing invitation from the senior officer of 
the Forest Rangers, who trirsted that his lordship 
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would not delay joining their mess at breakfast; so, 
with a hearty expression of thanks and adieu, this de¬ 
voted soldier of the Church Militant departed with the 
orderly, every soldier within sight saluting as he passed. 

“ That’s a tnati, if you like ! ” .said Mr. Slyde. “ If 
there were more like him, no other religion would 
have a chance with ours. Travelled on foot from 
coast to coast—in all weathers, too. Night or day, 
high water or low, hot or cold, all alike to him. 
Opposed to the war, too, back and edge. Go’.crn- 
ment taken his advice, never have broken out.” 

“ And now, u hat is hi.s wiark t ” 

I’cacc and good will on earth. Can’t be hoped 
for just yet, of course. Making the best of it now, 
until the end come.s. Ri.sked his life over and over 
again. Worst of ii. natives beginning to doubt him 
-fired at him, indeed. Feels it bitterly, they say. 
Been atlvised to kce]) out of the way. Scorns 
lirudencc. Says it’s his duty to go to the front. 
Careful only about other men's lives.” 

“ kve often heard of him,” said Massinger; “I’m 
thankful now that I've seen him. It docs one good 
to meet an apostle in the tlesh.” 

“Not an e.xtra religious m.an my.self," said Mr, 
•Slyde ; " but dee]) respect for the man, apart from 
his cloth. Flack his boot.s any day, and feel proud 
to do it, by Jove ! ’’ 

Breakfast concluded, there were certain military 
duties to be observed, at the conclusion of which the 
lieutenant made his way to headquarters, hoi)ing for 
an interview with this heroic per.sonage. To his 
regret, he found that, with characteristic rapidity of 
action, he had already departed, but had found time 
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to write hastily the note which was now handed to 
him. It ran as follows;— 

“ My pe.vr Yount. FrieN'D (if I may so address yon), 
"Youcan hardij' imagine the mingled feelings 
which your presence in this camp called up. Your 
county adjoins mine, aiul I have heard of your family 
ever since I can rcmemlicr. Knowing its position, 1 
can hardly imagine what could have brought about 
your departure from the land we all hold .so dear. 

“Mine was a call, imperative and irresistible. 1 
couki not refuse to ]>erfcjrm my Master's work. I 
should have, j3crha])s, been unduly puffed up by the 
■succe.s.s .if my previous efforts, had not this disastrous 
war crime to lov\ er my pride. 1 have been chastened, 
God only knows how severely. May it be for my 
soul’s good ! You are in the ranks of those who are 
fighting—some in defence of a ])olicy of injustice ; 
others, like yourself, I feel certain, merely as a protest 
against the domination of .a savage race—in defence 
of the hearths and homes which a victorious foe 
would dc'.secrate, ()f the inception of the war you 
.and your friend. Mr. Slyde. 1 know, are innocent. 

" .Among our native allies, the Xg,a|)uhi anil the 
Karawa tribes haxe ever been true and faithful. The 
chiefs ^Vaka Xene and Patuone. in their steadfast 
adherence to the Christian faith and unswerving 
loyalty to our Queen, m.ay well serve as examples to 
men in high position. I'arewell ! and may He who is 
able to save both body and soul, jireservc you through 
all dangers, now and evermore. 

" Heliev’c me to be 

" Most truly 3 'ours. 

"G. A. New Zeal.\nd.” 
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“ VVc shall meet again,” thought the recipient of 
the apostolic ci)ist!c—“ uc must do so, with leisure 
to hear his opinion on this most vexed question of 
the war. I wisli with all my heart that it zi’as over. 
Hut a peace would be worse than nothing unless 
we fully proved our superiority. These Waikatos 
and Ngatihaua must not be suffered to think that they 
have repulsed the whole British army. The country 
would be impossible to/n't' in. And we can’t afford to 
lose such a brace of islands as these, the nearest ap- 
])roach, in climate, soil, and adaptation to the British 
race, of any lanil yet occupied. Not to be thought of” 

And here he began to hum a song in which the 
glories of Ih itain on land and sea were .set forth, and 
for the moment forgot his virtuous indignation against 
the occu]Kition of Taharaiinaka ami the inju.sticc of 
the Waitara business. 

And so the war ])rogressed, sometimes with pas¬ 
sages of toilsome marching, daring attack of pah or 
redoubt, hairbreadth escajies, wounds, and inevitable 
incidents of warfare. ICver .'uui ;inon a brilliant 
surpri.se, a masterly manceuvre on the part of the 
troops or allies, followed In' an ambuscade planned 
by the natives with consummate skill, or a desperate 
.stand in their entrenchments, where the loss of 
ftfficcr.s was unduly great, and the rank and file 
suffered .severely. When it was considered that 
nearly three years luul elapsed in a campaign where 
ten thousand British regulars, and nearly as many 
volunteers and native allies, were arrayed against the 
Maoris, who at no time could have had five thousand 
men in the field, it seemed amazing that no deci.sive 
victory shoultl have been obtained. 
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" Talk of its being ‘ one of Hritain's little wars,’ 
as the ncii'spapcrs call it! ’’ grumbled Mr. Slyde. “ Mj- 
belief is that it is going to last as long as that 
confounded Carthaginian business. I low they used 
to bore us with it at school! Beginning bad enough 
—end probably worse, h'ellows die of old age, unless 
we hurry up.” 

"It does drag fearfully; it’s only bearable when 
we’re in action. This lagging guerilla busines.s, with 
such a commissariat—all the privations of war, and 
none i)f the excitement—is sim])ly unendurable. 
Uowev'er, when Warwick comes in from his scouting 
prowl we ma}^ hear something.” 

"Wonder he tloesn't get ‘chopped ' some of the.se 
fine da}-s. Certainly manages to jiick uj) informa¬ 
tion in a wonderful way. Von Tengisky saj’s he’s 
thrown away upon us two. Wants to get him for 
scout business pure and sim])lc.” 

" For some inscrut.ible reason he has attached 
himself to me,” said Massinger, " 1 suggested that 
he might <,lo good .service by acting in that capacity 
—alone, lie didn’t take kindly to it at all—.seemed 
hurt ; so I let him alone. ” 

" Best thing you could do. Not a bad thing to 
have a fidus Achates born a Trojan. But you up 
to their wiles. Shouldn't wonder if he’d given you a 
hand as it is ? " 

“ Now I come to think of it, he did once. We 
were having some lirisk work that day at Katikara, 
where we couldn’t dislodge the natives from the 
redoubt. The firing was sharp, when he motioned 
me to change position. The ne.xt minute a bullet 
struck the tree just where I had been standing, and 

■f 
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a fellow put hi.s head over the parajjet to see if he 
had bapged me. Warwick was waiting for him, and 
as he fired I saw my friend fling up his arms and 
fall backward.” 

“' Close call! ’ as the backwoodsmen .say ; but that 
sort of thing's all luck. Look at Ropata! You’d 
think he .stood ui> on pur]>o,sc to be .shot at—.shilling 
a shot kind of business. Never been touched yet. 
No wonder they call him ‘Waha Waha.’ ‘The devil 
or some unlow ard saint ' has an eye to him, the 
Tohungas saj-.” 

“He’s a grand .soldier. It’s lucky for us that 
he’s on our side. Reckless and ruthles.s, a true 
Ngatiporou.— Hallo! what tribe do you belong to ” 
continued he, as he painted to a tall Maori .standing 
within a few jiaccs of them. “Why, it's Warwick! 
How in the world did you get so clo.se to us w'ithout 
our hearing you ” 

“ Only in the way .some Waikato will .sneak jw/. 
lieutenant, if > ou are not more careful—when you’ll 
be .shot before you have time to lift your haiul. My 
native relatives taught me that and other things 
when 1 was young.” 

" And what news have you } Anything im¬ 
portant ? ” 

" That’s as it may be. T.arge bodies of the 
Ngaitcrangi have commenced to !no\’c forward to¬ 
wards the Orakau. We shall have a big affair soon. 
1 fell in with a .scout of the Arawa named Taranui, 
and he rvas of the same way of thinking. Said the 
Ngaitcrangi were closing up. But I must deliver my 
report at headquarters first.” 

Whereupon Warwick departed. He had dive.sted 
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himself of his European garments, and was attired 
chiefly in a flax mat {pureke), a, tapona (war-cloak), 
and other strictly Maori habiliments, with a Iiritiki 
suspended from his neck ; his muscular arms and 
lower leg were bare. He looked so like a native 
that only by close insjiection could he be detected. 

*' The gods be praised ! ” said Mr. .Slyde, ferventl>’. 
“ Men getting mouldy here. Another month or tuo 
like this would demorali/e them. Out of hand a 
trifle alread)'. Look at Warwick ! J>)esn't he glide 
along, at that half run, half walk of the natives f At 
this di.stance no one would take him for a white man. 
Have all the news when he comes to snjijjer." 

With this hope before them, the friends addressed 
themselves to such c)ccu])ations as v\ere available, and 
awaited the evening meal, when Warwick would have 
an opjrortunity of unloading his budget. When the 
bugle - call sounded the welcome invitation, they 
rlescried him lounging down from the other end of 
the cam]) in undress uniform, having taken the oppor¬ 
tunity to remove every trace of his recent exjieriences. 

" And now for your adventures, VV’arwick,” said 
Massinger, as, liaving settled to the after-suj)ix’:r pipe, 
the little party seated themselves on a rude bench 
constructed of fern stems some ten feet in length, and 
supported on blocks of the pahautea. " It doesn't 
hapj)cn to rain now, woiulerful to relate, and the 
moon, taking heart and encouragement, ‘ diffuses her 
mild rays,’ as the jroets say, through this ancient 
and darksome w'oodland. Did you sec any of the 
Ngaiterangi ? ” 

'• I did indeed, nearer than 1 liked,” answered 
Warwick ; " and but for a lucky chance they would 
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have seen me, in which case you would never liave 
seen me again—alive that is.” 

" Thrilling in the c.vtremc,” a.s.scntcd Mr. Slyde. 
“ W'hat was it—a tana ? " 

“ More than that; a whole hapu —a strong one 
too, women and all. They were travelling fast, and 
heading straight for Kihi-kihi." 

“Jlow far off were j'ou ? " 

” llarcly sixty yards. What saved me was that I 
was in the bed of a crock, among the ferns on the 
edge of the water. I had just been going to climb 
to the top, when 1 heard a girl laugh. 1 could scarcely 
believe my ears. J lowever, I craw'led up and ])eeped 
through the manuka. Sure enough, there they were, 
three hundred strong, besides women and children— 
marching in close ord(;r, too. If they had straggled at 
all I was a gone man.” 

■■ .S(j they ilidn’t sec you V' 

” No. What saved me was a bend in the creek, 
wliicli they had crossed higher up ; so they steered 
for the other point which they could sec—there are 
some rocks on the bank—and left me in the loop of 
the circle. If they had struck the creek luaircr to 
me, I must have been seen. Hut they had camped 
at the other ]>oint, and having had their kai, were 
marching to rcccn'cr the time. I was very glad when 
1 saw their backs." 

How long would they be in reaching Kihi-kihi ? ” 

“Not before to-morrow night. Their intention 
is, of course, to get into Orakau and strengthen the 
defences. There's only a sufficient number there now 
to hold the earthworks against a moderate force.” 

What do you think the general will do t" 
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" Move to intercept them before they can get into 
the pah.” 

“ And is there time for the march 1 " 

“ Barely. Don't be surprised if we have the order 
to start at daylight. I went back on their trail for 
the rest of that day. and found that they had only 
made one halt, having come right through from 
Maunga-tautari. Just at nightfall I picked up the 
tracks of Taranui. and got to his camp, in a cave 
that I knew all about. ’ 

"Then j’ou com[)ared notes?" 

V'es. He .says it will be the bigge.st fight of the 
war ; that Waka Nene and I’atuone were on the march, 
with e\ ery warrior of the Ngapuhi and the Rarawa. 
Manncring and Walerlon were with them, also Mrena. 
Taranui said she nev'er leaves her father. There W'cre 
many other women, which makes me think that it is 
a more .serious .affair than usual. ’ 

” Why should th.at be ? ” asked Massinger, heroically 
concealing his personal interest in this phase of the 
e.vpedition. 

“ ]?ecau.sc the)' do not care to leave them at home, 
riiey have a notion that in case of defeat the Waikatos 
might double back and raitl their villages.” 

" What an absurd idea 1 Surely they can’t imagine 
that, with the forces at our command, such a thing 
could be possible ! ” 

" Such things Itat'c h.appened in old da)'s,” said 
Slyde, “ Defeated tribe suffered horrors unspeakable. 
Ngapuhis felt no he.sitation in inflicting when they 
w'ere uppermost. Tribal custom. No grounds of 
complaint if they receive same in turn.” 

" Fortunately, there’s no slavery now ; otherwi.se,” 
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said Warwick, “one could hardly describe the condi¬ 
tion of a conquered tribe. The missionaries may be 
thanked for that. I have heard tales that would 
make your hair stand on end." 

“ Much worse than could happen now ? ” asked 
Massinger. 

“ Worse—worse a hundredfold. First of all, the 
<.)ld and helpless would be killed and eaten—yes, traU’u 
before their blood was cold. Any particular family 
among the cajjtors that had lost relatives would have 
men or women handed over to them to torture at 
their ])leasure ; and great pleasure it seemed to be 
to prolong the agony and refine the cruelty. All the 
able-bodied men aiul women would be carried off as 
slaves—not only to be u.sed as be.ists of burden, but 
to be held degraded for life as ha\ ing been slaves. 
Their lot was a hard one, though occasionally some 
livcil through it, and were now and then freed. Others 
became distinguished, like Te Waharoa," 

“ I have heard his history," said Ma.ssingcr. " What 
a remarkable man he must have been ! " 

"He was indeed. Fouiul crying, a small child, 
among the ruins of his pah at Wanganui, and carrieil 
away to Rotorua by Tango, a chief of the Ngati- 
whakane, who in after-years piously repented (in 
1836 ) that he hatl not there and then ended the life 
of one fated to become the dcstnw'er of his tribe. It 
did seem ungrateful when he, forty years afterwards, 
declared war again.st the tribe th;tt had liberated him, 
;ind slaughtered them wholesale at Ohinemutu. 

« » » 

Slecj) did not appear to be likely to visit Massinger 
after what he had heard from Warwick. Long after 
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his comrades had retired he remained on watch, gazing 
into the forest, as if he exijected the Ngapuhi to 
debouch thence, with Mannering and Waterton at the 
head of their warriors, and Erena beside her father, a 
warrior-maid too proud to remain behind when the 
great Ngapuhi tribe was on the war-path. 

What would be the fate of this strange girl, so 
•subtly compounded of diverse elements, the twin 
natures within her—the forest life and the civilized 
—each struggling for the mastery 

And what were his feelings now with rcs|ject to 
her.^ Could he deny that her image was constantly 
in his thoughts; that the recollection of her haughty, 
gracefui bearing, her superb form, her lustrous eyes, 
her radiant smile, combined to form a picture dan¬ 
gerously enthralling ? I'rom one fateful .syren, .so 
destructive to his peace, his every aim and i)ros])ect 
in life, he had been removed. yXnd now, must a newer 
" phantcan of delight " rea|)])ear to disturb his faculties 
and a.ssail his reason ? Wdiatever might be the result, 
one thing was certain—his heart swelled with unwonted 
emotion at the thought of seeing her again. 

And under what circumstances were they once 
more to meet } Not under the fern-arched glades of 
that enchanted forest, wherein they had wandered 
side by side so many a mile, carelessly gay as the 
bird that called above them, looking forward but to 
the halt by rushing stream or fire-lit camp, amid the 
silent splendours of the antarctic night. He-had 
thought tf) ‘regard this fantastic friendship as one of 
the inevitable episodes of a roving life, productive, 
doubtles.s, of a transient .series of pleasurable emotions 
and interesting c.xj)eriences, but to be disengaged from 
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his career when serious action was demanded, like 
the drifting weeds and flowers that for a time impede 
the flowing tide. 

How many men have .so judged! How many 
have discov'cred that the fragile bond.s, to be ca.st 
aside us ])leasure or interest might dictate, have 
changed Tnysteriously into shackles and fetters that 
hold with inflexible tenacity a long life through ? 

But who thus argues in the halycon days of 
youthful dalliance, when reason is .stilled, and evajry 
natural feeling exults in joyous possession of the 
magical hours.’ The sky is blue and golden, the 
birds sing, strains of une.artlily melody float through 
the charmed air- immortal, enthralling. Care is 
defied, sorrow banished. The ‘'vengeance due for all 
our w rongs ’’ is imn.ctisurably distant. Yet Nemesis 
—slow-footeil sleuth-hound of Fate—-is rarely evaded. 

A tr.ain of de]jressing reflections m;iy pntbably 
have arisen in his midnight mtisings, not wholly to be 
disregardeil, sanguine as was his nature. But he com¬ 
forted himself as a last resource with the idea that 
there was a chance of his being knocked over in the 
coming engagement, which ]5romised to be of a yet 
more bloody ;ind f>bstinale nature than those in which 
he had already taken part. Having thus arrived at 
.some .sort of a ccjnclusion, if not wholly satisfactoiy, 
he disposed himself to a slumber from which the 
bugle-notes of the reveille only aroused him. 

The march had been arranged on the calculation 
that they would reach Orakau, where the enemy would 
in all probability join the hostile forces in sufficient 
time to intercept them, and .so destroy the strength 
of the combination. The order of the day. therefore, 
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required a continuous march until sundown, after 
which a halt for refreshment would take place. 

The troops would then continue the advance until 
daylight under the guidance of trusted scouts, of 
whom Warwick was the leader and interpreter. They 
would then, it v\as hoped, be enabled to fall ujron the 
Ngaitcrangi unprepared, and deal one of the most 
decisive blows of the war, besides capturing the 
Orakau pah, a stronghold of great strength in itself, 
and the kc)’ to a most imjiortant ]X)sition. Artillery, 
too, would be brought to bear on the jiah fc^r breach¬ 
ing purposes. The full strength of the Ngapuhi and 
Raraw a would also be available. All things looked 
like an assured victor)'. 



CHAPTER XIII 

Wnii.i': in one hcmis])hcrc Roland Massinger was 
revolving these momentous ciuestions concerning love, 
duty, happiness, in this world and the next, Hypatia 
Tollemache was considering almost ec[ually important 
decisions at the other end of the world. 

Her range of thought and feeling was by no means 
.so coin])rehensive as hi.s, inasmuch as, by adhering to 
the strict line of duty embodied in altrui.stic sacrifice, 
•she had considerably narrowed the field of argument. 
She had definitely abandoned the idea of “slum 
mi.ssionary ” effort, having di.scovered by e.xpcrience 
what had been jjreviously suggested to her, that there 
is an unpleasant, even undesirable, side to these 
ministrations when the evangeli.st is a young and 
handsome woman. 

She saw clearly that there were many worthy 
labourers in Ih.it vineyard who pos.sessing equal zeal, 
did not suffer from such disqualifications. The illness 
which she had contracted when weakened by overwork, 
possibly through infection, had chilled her enthusiasm, 
perhaps caiused her to doubt the expediency of her 
mission. 

She was on the point of reviewing the respective 
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conditions of missionary life in China and Hindostan, 
where the Zenana offered so fair a field for reforma¬ 
tion by cultured sisterhoods, when she received a 
letter from her friend Mary Summers, the interpreta¬ 
tion of which was, to Hypatia’s sympathetic spirit, 
" Come over and hcl]) us.” 

With Marj' Summers she had long since formed 
a close friendship. They had corresjjonded regularly 
since her departure to New Zealand as the wife of 
the Reverend Cyril Summers. He had been a protcj^J 
of Bisho]) Sehvyn, and, as a curate, a favourite attendant 
during the long, quasi-dangerous journeys in which the 
.soul of that latter-day apostle delighted. 

As often happens in friendshijis, and even clo.scr 
intimacies, the schoolfellows were strongly contrasted 
in ap[)earancc and tlisposition. The one was tall and 
fair, with grey-blue ejes, which could flash on occa¬ 
sion. An air of hauteur, chastened by j)hilos<r]jhic 
self-repression, distinguished her. 'I'he other was 
.scarce of middle height, with a pclih’ but i)erfect 
figure, dark hair, and wistful hazel e^ es. 

Ihyatia was impetuous, dis<Iainful of obstacles, 
hating the expedient, and scorning danger. May 
was jicrsuasive, self-effacing, soft of sjieech and 
manner, of a goodness so pervading that it seemed 
an impertinence to praise it. Many |)cople were 
strengthened in their convictions as to a future state 
by the belief th;it any such scheme must inclutle 
a heaven for Mary Summers. 

She and her husband had encountered trials and 
privations, borne unflinchingly. They had reached a 
moderate degree of success, and, so to .s])eak, prosperity, 
having come to inhabit a comfortable cottage near 
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Tauranga, when this lamentable war bade fair to ruin 
everything, destroying the work of years, and even 
endangering their safety. 

The epi.stle which decided Hypatia as to locality 
ran as follows :— 

“My UEARE.ST Hypatia, 

“ Wars and alarms still prevail, I grieve to 
say. The colonists arc determined, and the natives 
desperate, each race fighting as if for existence. Blood 
has been shed on either side, so that all hope of 
peace or mediation is at an end. I do not give any 
opinion as to the policy of the Government. My 
husband believes that an act of injustice provoked 
the contest which led to the war. The side on which 
the fault lay has a heavy account to settle. But now 
all agree that unle.ss the natives make unconditional 
submission there is no hope of peace. 

“ And how terrible are the consequences! It is 
positiv'cly heartbreaking to see the dispersion of native 
schools, the empty churches, and to hear of promising 
pupils and converts in the ranks of the enemy—though 
they have not unlearned, poor things, all that wo have 
been at such pains to teach them. Continually wc 
hear of acts of humanity performed by them while 
fighting bravely in their C)wn ranks. Poor Henare 
Taratoa went untlcr fire to fetch water for a wounded 
soldier in the trenches at the Gate Pah. He himself 
was killed soon afterwards at Orakau. 

“ It is affecting to hear, as we did, from a man in 
active service, of their reading the lessons of the day 
and singing their psalms in the interv'als of the hottest 
fighting. 
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“ These were once our friendly natives, many of 
whom we know well by name. They will not fight 
on Sunday, or break the Sabbath in any way, which is 
more than our troops can say. Though cit times down¬ 
hearted and anxious, Cyril and I feel that we have 
enjoyed a high privilege in doing our Master’s work. 

'■ As to position, we arc certainly not too far from 
the seat of war, but Cyril says they have not as yet 
harmed any of the mi.ssionarie.s. Outlying settlers 
have been murdered, and one poor family—but I 
cannot bear to think of the details. 

“VVe arc in God’s hands. So far we have been 
shielded from evil. W^c arc steadfast in faith and 
trust in the power of our Redeemer. The children 
and Cyril are well. If only I were a little stronger, 
and servants were not things of the jxi.st, 1 should be 
nearly quite hajrpy. Always (in peace or war) 

“ Your devoted friend, 

“Makv Summers.” 

*■ I’oor dear Mary! Nearly quite happy indeed! 
Just like her to think of every one but herself. ‘If 
she rverc only a little stronger! ’ No servant, too ; 
and here am I, Hypatia Tollemachc, as strong as 
ever I was, now that I have got over that horrid fever ; 
safe, protected, in luxury even, only disturbed by 
the thought of where I shall betake myself with my 
gifts and endowments (such as they arc), and all 
uncertain of what good I shall do when I get there. 
From ‘India to the Foie’ seems prophetic. 1 
was nearly going to India; now shall I go to the 
‘Pole’? Yes, I am re.solved. Writing to and con¬ 
doling with poor dear Mary will be saying in effect, 
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' lie ye warmed and fed tlic lowc.st hypocri.sy of all, 
it alway.s .seemed to me. I am determined—that is 
to say, I have fully made up my mind. I will po 
out and help poor Mary, the Reverend Cyril, and the 
dear children, besides takinjj my turn with the heathen, 
unle.ss they brincf their tomahawks to church. It will 
be a charity worthy of the name. There can be no 
mortal doubt about that. y\s for the danger, do they 
not share it ? So can I. That tiever jnit me off any¬ 
thing, I can safely say. 1 shall write to Mary :e/yc;/ 
[ have taken rny p.'issagc—not before.” 

So fi.xed in the re.solvc to f)frcr ii|) herself on the 
altar of friendshi]), duty, and danger delightfully 
combined veas this latter-day damsel, that .she went 
off to London, and, having no parents or near re¬ 
latives to control her —only a cou])le of trustee.s, who, 
])rovided she did not .s])end more than her income, 
permittetl her to do pretty well as she pleased—took 
her jiassage to New Zealand by the very next boat, 
the Arazvatta. The said trustees raised their ej’ebrows 
when informed of her intention, but con.soled them¬ 
selves, being men of sense and experience, remarking 
that if young women of indojK-ntlent means and ideas 
did not do one foolish thing they would be sure to 
do another, even perhaps less desirable. So, the 
ilecisive step being taken, she had only to tell a few 
friends—Mrs. Merivale, tih' Brank.some, being one— 
and get ready a suitable outfit for the voyage to this 
Ultima Thule of Maoriland. 

Up to this time, though hard knocks, hard fare, 
and hard jparches had convinced Ma.ssinger that 
volunteer 'ISldiering in Northern New Zealand was 
no child’s play, yet. on the whole, the experience had 
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been less depressing than exciting. The health of 
the triumvirate was unimpaired. The youth and 
uniformly good spirits of Massinger had .served him 
well. Mr. Slyde’s pessimistic philo.sophy had much 
the same efiect, apparently, leading him to assert that 
“ nothing mattered one way or another in this infernal 
country ; that all things being as bad as the)- could 
be, any change would probably be for the better; 
that if they were killed in action, as .seemed highly 
probable, it would be jicrhajis the be.st and quickest 
way out of the hoj)cle.ss mudillc into which the 
Governor, the ministers, the .settlers, and the soldiers 
had got the cursed countr)-. 'I'he alternative was, of 
cf)Urse, to dc.scrt, which, for absurdly conventional 
reasrms, could not be thought of. Jlis advice to Mas¬ 
singer was to m.'irry ICrena Mannering and join the 
Nga]nihi tribe, which, under Waka Nene's sagacious 
policy, was bound to come out on top. That 
would be, at any rate, a decided ixilic)-, such as no 
party in the island had sufficient intellect to grasp. 
He might then give all his suiqiort to the King 
movement, and ixissibly in course of time be elected 
.Sovereign of ^Vaikato and surrounding states, do the 
Rajah Brooke business, and found an Anglo-Maori 
dynasty.” 

These and similar suggestions, delivered with an 
air of earnestness, and the slow persuasive tones which 
marked his ordinary conversation, never failed to 
produce a ch(iru.s of merriment, in effective contrast 
to the unrela.ving gravity of his exiiression. 

As for Warwick, the war-demon whit^l had po.s- 
ses.sed his Maori ancestors had tempopriJI^taken up 
its abode with him, for, as the campaign progre.s.sed, 
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he .seemed day by day to be more resolute and 
unflinching, in action or out of it. 

" Seems to me,” .said Mr. Slydc, as they commenced 
their march in the discouraging dawn of a dismally 
damp day, “ we’re in for a dcucedly hot picnic. Colonel 
been blcx;kcd two or three times in his advance: 
made ui) his mind to go for this Orakau pah, .spite 
of all odd.s. Ilojie he w'on’t start before he’s ready. 
Pluck and obstinacy fine things in their place, but the 
waiting business pays best with Tangata Maori. 
Devilish coo! liand at the game himself” 

“How about our artillery.^” asked his friend. 

“ Not weight eiu/ugh, fellows say. Guns always 
bca.stly bother to tr.ins[)ort. See when we get there.” 

* *- m 

Another scout had just come in with the news 
that P.ite-rangi had been abandoned, and that 
Hrigadier-Geiieral Carey was in force at .'\wa-mutu. 
The Ngati-maniapoto had crossed the Puniu river, 
and at Orakau one of the chiefs had shouted out, 
"This is my father’s land; here will I fight.” Rille- 
])its were formed, and a iletermined stand was resolved 
upon, liefore the i)osition, however, could be strongly 
lortifunl, three hundred men of the 40 th Regiment 
h.ul been sent to occupy the rear. At three o’clock 
next morning ;i force of seven hundred men, artillery 
and engineers, the 40 th and Goth Regiments, marched 
I'ast the Kihi-kihi redoubt, {)icking u]) a hundred and 
fifty men frr)rn it on the way. The Waikato, the 
Gjth and 3 rd Militia, with a hundred men, moved 
up from Rangi-ohia to the east side. At day-dawn 
thirteen hundred rank and file had converged upon 
Orakau, strengthened by a contingent of the Forest 
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Rangers, among whom were Messrs. Massinger, Slyde, 
and Warwick, expectant of glory, and by no means 
uncertain as to taking part in one of the most stubborn 
engagements they had as yet encountered. The de¬ 
fenders of Orakau numbered under four hundred, in¬ 
clusive of women and children. 

“ There goes the big gun from the south-west 
ridge," said Slyde. “ It ought to make the splinters 
fly. A breach is only a matter of time." 

“ Yes, but what time t ” asked Warwick. “ I don’t 
know R<'wi, if he hasn’t blinded the outer lines with 
lern-bundles tied with flax. It's wonderful how they, 
will stop a cannon-ball. Yes, I thought so. No' 
making f(;r a breach just yet." 

" They can't have any food or water to speak of,” 
said Slyde. “ Have to give in if we wait.” 

“ True enough ; they're short of water, and have 
only potatoes and gourds, I hear,” said Warwick, 
’• But Maoris can live u])on little, and fight upon 
nothing at all.” 

“There goes Captain King and the advanced 
guard,” said Slyde, 

" Too .soon—too soon ! ” said Warwick. “ There’s 
a devilish deep ditch, besides earthworks and timber. 
Ha! there the Maori speaks. The troops have made 
a riLsli ; they’re driven back. The reinforcement 
comes up. Another assault. My God ! Ca])tain 
King’s down —badly wounded, I know. See, Captain 
Baker has dismounted, and calls for volunteers. 
Rangers to the front! Hurrah !” 

And like one man, the little band joined the 
18 th. But though the assault was made with 
desperate courage, the close fire again forced them 

U 
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to retire with a heavy loss. No breach had as yet 
been made, while the fire from behind the earthworks 
was incessant and accurate. 

Seeing that it was not a case for a cheer and a 
bayonet rush, the general decided to take the place 
by sap. 

"Might have thought of that before,” growled 
Mr. Slyde, “and saved my hat.” Here he pointed 
to a bullct-hoic in his headpiece with so rueful a 
face that his smoke-begrimed comrades burst out 
laughing. “ Are you hit, Warwick ? ” 

“ Only a graze,” replied he, feeling his right arm, 
from which the blootl had stained his sleeve, “i was 
afraid the bone was touched. It’s all right.” 

” Here come those Maunga-tautari fellow.s,” said 
Warwick, pointing to a compact body of natives now 
appearing on the scene. “ Ha ! you may fire a volley 
and dance the war-dance, my fine fellows ; you’re out 
of this game. There goes a sliell among them. How 
they .scatter ! Too late for this play.” 

So it proved. Within the next twenty-four hours 
a British reinforcement, four hundred .strong, appeared. 
The sap had been carried on ; none could escape. 
Another d.ay, another night, pas.sed. At length, about 
iKMjn, an Armstrong gun was carried into the sap, a 
breach was made, and the si'.'ge was virtually over. 

On the score of humanity, women and children 
being in the pah, the garrison was called upon to 
surrender, with a promi.se that their lives should be 
spared. 

Now was heard the immortal rejoinder; “ Ka 
vvhai-whai, tonu—akc—ake—ake 1 ” (“ We will fight 

on to the end—for ever— for ev'er—for ever! ”) 



xni 


IVA/} TO THE KNIFE 


291 


The interpreter pleaded for the women and children. 
“ Why not send them out ? ” 

The answer came back: “ Our women will fight 
also.” 

But they commenced to find the rifle-pits untenable. 
The hand-grenades made terrific slaughter. The rifle- 
pits had been too hastily formed for safety; but still 
they fought .stubbornly on. 

When the assault was made, half of the first troops 
that entered fell ; nor was the .second assault more 
fortunate. Then the enemy's ammunition failed. It 
was pathetic to note them in their deep dc.spair. 
Standing amid their dead and dying, the blood-stained 
warriors sang a mi.ssion hj inn of f)ld days, and raised 
their voice.s—which were plainly heard—in pas.sionatc 
supplication to the Christian's Cod. 

“ But there was no voice, nor any th.at answered.” 
Still pressed nearer, with hail of shot and .shell, the 
resistless pakeha. Once again their mood changed, 
and they turned to the heathen gods of the children 
of Maui. Chanting an ancient karakia, or imprecation, 
they marched forth in a solid column. The women 
and children, with the high chiefs, were placed in the 
centre. 

An opening had been made in the ranks to enable 
the heavy gun to open fire. Through this, in the full 
light of the afternoon sun, the unconquered garri.son 
marched out .steadily, as if going to church in the 
peaceful days of mi.ssionary rule. Rewi ordered that 
no shot should be fired. The scanty ammunition 
would be all needed for the marsh passage, on the 
route to the Puniu river. 

Like the Moorish monarch giving his last sigh to 
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the glories of the Alhambra and the snow-crowned 
Sierras, did Rewi cast a lingering look on his ancestral 
possessions ? Rastw'ard frovx-ned Maunga-taiitari, on 
the flank of the great Waikato plain. Firongi on the 
west held watcli and ward over the Waipu. Kihi- 
kihi, his own settlement, was in the hamls of the 
pakeha. But, the Funiu fiiice crossed, there was refuge 
in the forests of Rangi-toto. 

The marsli was reached, tlioiigl) main- fell before 
the converging fire of the troops. The cavalry 
intcrccj)ted them at the neck. Many were thus 
slain ; but, in spite of all losses, the main body gained 
the Funiu river and escaped, after a jnirsuit lasting 
over si.x miles. 

Orakau had fallen ; of the garri.son, nearly one 
half lay dead around the pah or on the Funiu river 
trail. How stubborn a fight had tliey made for three 
days and two nights against fearful odds, short as 
they became of food, water, and ammunition ! The 
sap had reached the last ditch. F.ven then they did 
not despair. They might die, but would not yield. 
M.aunga-tautari was abandoned. Rewi's warriors 
were scattered. It was the Maori I'lodden ; and the 
crossing of the Funiu was akin to that of the historic 
riv'cr. immortalized in the verse of the Magician of 
the North — 

Tweed’s echoes heard the ceaseless plasli. 

As many a broken band. 

Disordered throujih her currents dash, 

To i^'ain the bcoUish land.” 


“ This Orakau business should finish up the in¬ 
fernal war, any one would think," said Mr. Slj’de on 
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the following morning, when, after a decent night's rest, 
a complete personal renovation, and a breakfast, much 
assisted by the arrival of fresh supplies, he and Mas¬ 
singer were cleaning their accoutrements. 

But surely it 7viil end it," replied Massinger, 
with an air of conviction. " More than a hundred 
natives were found dead. It is almost certain that 
fifty more were cither killed or mortally wounded. 
The rest are scattered. They will never be so mad 
as to tackle the troops we can bring against them 
now, engineers and artillery too, besides the volunteers 
.and friendlies.” 

“ .Any other country, any other jieople, quite so,” 
assented Mr. Slyde, in a tone of jihilo.sophical argu¬ 
ment ; “ but Maoris devils incarnate when their blood 
is u]). Remember what Tntakaro .said, chaffed with 
fighting against ns once ami for us afterwards ^" 

“No. I saw the man, though —fine, powerful 
youngster." 

" Beggar coolly rei>licd, ‘ What matter } Fighting 
is fighting: if w e young fellows can get a share of it, 
don’t much care which side we go for.'" 

■■ Ami did he go well for us ^ ” 

“ t)f course he did. Killed a chief. Shot through 
the arm, too. Tied it ujj and blazed away till the 
affair was o\’er." 

“ What a splendid mercenary soldier he would 
have made in the Middle Ages ! Is he with us now ” 
“ Yes. Ver>' nearly got Kewi, as he was crossing 
the mound. Strictly impartial. ” 

“ And a most pathetic sight it was ” said Massinger, 
•' when they were crossing the mound at the other 
side of the swamp. I saw the column file by—men. 
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women, and children, all as serious as a funeral, and as 
cool as if they were going to market. I hadn’t the 
heart to fire another shot. Every now and then I 
could hear a woman’s voice—not complaining, far from 
it—urging on the men to keep going and to shoot 
when they saw a chance.” 

“ Warwick says you had a close shave. So much 
for not minding your business. Thinking about 
Erena Mannering. Soldiers no right to have feelings. 
Harass the enemy, sink, burn, kill, destroy. Navy 
regulations ; army too.” 

“ Certainly a bullet did hit the tree I was leaning 
again.st, close to my head. Queer thing, too ; it came 
from the friendly side. I distinctly saw the smoke 
from the bush, where our natives were.” 

" You must have been in the line of fire.” 

“ Nothing of the sort. It was a side .shot.” 

" Any one cherishing ill feeling that you know of ? ” 

"Well—no. Now I come to think, there was an 
ill-Kioking dog of a Ngapuhi with us at Rotorua, that 
was turned out of the party by me and bullied by 
the chief. His name was Ngarara.” 

“Wh—cw ! I’ve heard the reptile’s name before. 
Cousin or .something of your Zenobia — admirer 
probably. Acute attack jealou.sy.” 

“Might have been. After he went I didn't trouble 
my head about him. I had a great mind to give him 
a thrashing, but Warwick said it might cause trouble.” 

“And so at any time he may take a steady pot¬ 
shot at you ; probably did. ‘ Keep your eye skinned,’ 
as that Yankee said. Set Warwick at him. By the 
way, wonder how he is ? Shot through the shoulder 
yesterday. No bone hit. Doctor says all right directly. 
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Lay up for a week. Painful all the same. Suppose 
we look him up ? ” 

When our fricnd.s were comforting themselves 
with the belief that perhaps the dragging and un- 
•satisfactory war was near its termination, how little 
they were aware of the decisi\'e engagement ahead 
of them—the very next in succession, as it turned 
out, when the 43rd was fated to lose more officers 
than any of the regiments engaged at Waterloo! 
A crushing repulse, followed by a disastrous rout 
and the death of their gallant colonel! With what 
indignation would they have repelled such asuggestion ! 
It was destined to come to pass, nevertheless. That 
two of the speakers would be dangerously wounded, 
and the other at death's door—“reported missing,” 
besides } Long was it before the soldiers of the 
gallant regiment, which had won glory on many a 
bloody field, could endure an allusion to the Gate 
Pah, a name which alwaj's brought up memories of 
bitter grief and shame intolerable. It was a case of 
“ threes about ”—those .sim])le, apparently meaningless 
words, spoken by chance or otherwise—which clouded 
the well-earned fame of a gallant cavalry regiment 
in India, and caused the death of their colonel by 
his own hand. And in the memorable disaster at the 
Gate Pah, in the moment of victoiy, it is alleged that 
the ominous word, to a British car, of “ Retreat! ” was 
distinctly heard. 

Orakau fight was over. The dead were buried. 
The women were still mingling blood with their tears 
for those who would never more defy the pakeha or 
their hereditary enemies. But the national war-.spirit 
was alive and redly glowing. 
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Many of the Ngaiterangi and other natives had 
•jone from llawkes Bay to Tauranga, indignant at 
the blockade of the coast. Major Whitmore, as a 
counter-stroke, rai.scd a contingent from among the 
friendly natives, confident of their willingness to 
fight anybody and anywhere. His opinion did not 
long lack confirmation. 

Tlie Ngaiterangi .speedily changed position, 
building a .strong pah at J’uke-hina-hina, long 
afterwards memorable as the Gate Pali, so named 
from its jieculiar situation on a narrow ridge with a 
swam]) at each end. It was about three miles from 
the mission station at Tauranga. Here the insurgents 
jiroiKJsed to await the attack. Not unused to the 
rules of war, they sent a protocol (March 28) to the 
colonel in command, announcing that unarmed per.sons, 
or even .soldiers who turned the butt of their muskets 
or the hilt of their swords to the enemy, would be 
spared. I'his resolve was fated to stand them in good 
•stead. 

On the 21st of Ai)ril, General Cameron transferred 
his headquarters to Tauranga. 

“‘Ouein Jiqiiler vult perdere dementat prius,’” 
.sjiouted Massinger, who saw an oiicning for a classical 
quotation as, soon after dai'break on the 29th, the 
guns and mortars, j)laced in position overnight, 
o])encd fire in front. “ What possible chance do 
they think tiiey have against a park of artillery and 
nearly two thousand men ” 

“ ‘ Let not him that putteth on his armour, et¬ 
cetera,’” returned Slyde. "If I were anything but a 
thick-witted Phiglishman, I should say, don’t like the 
looktif thing.s. Maoris too d-d quiet. Bad sign. 
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See that fellow coolly shovelling ii]> earth to fill a 
hole.” 

\Vanvick, whose wound was })rc.sufnably paining 
him, but who defied the surgeon to keej) him in the 
hospital, said nothing. Afterward.s brightening up, 
he began in his usual cool way to discuss the situation. 

“ We’ve got guns enough this time to pound 
them to bits, and men enough to eat them, but 
they’ll make a fight of it, and a stiff one. That 
redoubt’s an artful piece of v\ork, and the line of 
rifle-pits lietween it and the swami) is well ])lacod. 
More than the fl.igstaff is—for us, I mean. 1 
believe it's ever so far in the rear to draw the fire- 
That’s an old dodge of theirs. However, there must 
be a breach in the afternoon.” 

" 1 should s,a\’ before th.it ; the firing’s very 
accurate,” said Massinger. “And that Arm.strong 
six-pounder is enfil.iding their left.” 

"After lunch, if we get ain-,” (pioth .Sl)'de. 

Whatever "stomach for the fight” the men told 
off for the assault had, the ration .served (nit to the 
I'orest Rangers, who were notified for that service, 
along with a hundred and fift\- sailors and mtirines 
and the same number oi the 43rd, was di,scussed with 
appetite. A reserve of three hundred men, under 
Captain Hamilton of ll.M.S. lish, formed the reserve. 

“ The cannon's lond-nioutlicil suniinons cca.scil, 

A nickel si^jnal soared on high.” 

The assault was on. 

Colonel Rootli and Commander Hay led the way 
into the inner trench, where no enemy was to be 
seen. But from earth-covered pits and jiass^ges 
])ourcd forth a volley, under which officers and men 
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fell rapidly. Still the crowd of assailants pressed on, 
only to be shot down as they entered the fatal death¬ 
trap. The reserve joined, with headlong rush, in 
support of their comrades—all vainly, as it seemed. 
The officers of both services continued to drop, but 
the ranks closed up— 

“ Each stepping where his comrade stood, 

The instant that he fell.” 

Captain Hamilton fell in his place when leading 
the reserve. Colonel Booth and Commander Hay 
had fallen before. Captains Hamilton, Glover, Mure, 
Utterton, and two lieutenants, all of the were 

shot dead or mortally wounded, as also Captain 
Glover’s brother, whom he tried to carry off. The 
front ranks of the storming party were annihilated. 

In a very few minutes every officer of the column 
was either dead or wounded. Among the latter were 
Slyde and Warwick. They had gone down along 
with the officers of the 43rd. When they awoke to 
consciousness it was dark, and their comrade Massinger 
was nowhere to be seen or heard. 

Stunned and panic-.stricken, deprived of their 
officers, the men had broken and fled—in such head¬ 
long haste that they took no advantage of the 
ground. On the open .surface of the ridge, many 
were .shot. No one could account for the disaster. 
Some said that the word “ Retreat ” was heard and 
acted upon; others, that the main body of the 
natives had ru.shed to the rear, and being met by the 
68th Regiment posted there, recoiled, and dashing 
back to sell their lives dearly, were mistaken by the 
soldiers for a Maori reinforcement. Then the Maori 
warriors turned to the work of slaughter. Rawin' 
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leaped on to the parapet as he fired, taunting the 
soldiery and inviting them to renew the fight. As 
the day declined, the garrison made a determined 
rush to the right wing of the pah. During the 
darkness of the night they stole away in small parties. 
They passed silently through the fern, or by the right 
rear, leaving (and this was most exceptional) their 
dead and wounded behind them. 

In the garrison fought all day Henare Taratoa, 
educated under Bishop Selwyn at St. John’s College 
before 1853. He tended one of the wounded, who 
in his dying agonies thirsted for a drop of water. 
The Maoris had none. Taratoa threaded his way 
through the English .sentries in the darknes.s, and 
returned with a calabash of water to slake his 
enemy’s thirst. More than that. By the side of 
each wounded Englishman was found in the morning 
some small water-vessel, placed there by the Maoris 
before they deserted the fort. 

Colonel Booth was carried out of the pah in the 
morning. The general went to him, but the gallant 
soldier felt the repulse so deeply that he turned away 
his face, saying, “General, I can’t look at you. I 
tried to carry out your orders, but w'e failed.’’ He died 
that evening. 

The tameless {.slanders were not minded to give 
up all for lost, even now. By one great effort they 
might force back the invader, or possibly combine the 
tribes against him. At any rate, in the quasi-victory 
of the Gate Pah they had obtained 7 itu for the death 
of many a warrior, many a chief. But, even now, the 
tribes were unbeaten. News came to Colonel Greer 
from the Maori allies that yet another pah at Te 
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Ranga was rising, a few miles from the scene of the 
recent conflict. 

Slyde and Warwick, severely though notdangerously 
wounded, were both in hospital, precluded from par¬ 
ticipation in the closing engagement, which they deeply 
regretted. Lieutenant Massinger reported missing. 

“ Hard lines,” said the former, raising himself with 
difficulty from his stretcher, “not to have a throw in 
at the finish. I feel convinced this must snuff the 
beggars out. The colonel will at them before they 
hav'e time to do much. Friendlies in great heart. 
The 43rd die to a man or wipe out their defeat.” 

“Yes,” said Warwick, “1 believe their hour is 
come. How grieved Massinger will be that he is out 
of it! However, he may think him.self lucky to 
escape with his life.” 

“You think ho has, then?” said Slyde. 

“ He was all right when I saw him last, waving 
his sword, shoulder to .shoulder with Von Tempsky, 
who was doing his best to rally the troops. Then I 
went down. Saw nothing more. I had a crack with 
the butt end of a tomahawk also. I have no doubt 
that he is with Mannering's hapn, most likely with 
Erena looking after him.” 

“ In that case he’s ali right,” said Slyde. “ Maori 
women great nurses, alway.s heard.” 

“ They’ve got a tohunga in the tribe,” continued 
Warwick, “the natives say, can cure any man that’s 
not actuallj' buried—bring him to life, they believe, 
lietw'een him and Erena we’ll see him back in 
Auckland all right.” 

««««»« 

Colonel Greer made no delay at Te Ranga. He 
marched at once with six hundred men, enfiladed 
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the enemy from a spur which commanded their 
rigjit; drove in their skirmishers and kciit up a sharji 
fire for two hours. Then, reinforced by a gun and 
two hundred additional men, the advance was sounded. 

Short work was made of the assault. The 43rd 
and 68tli, with the i.st Waikato, carried the rifle- 
pits with a rush. For a short space the natives 
fought' desirerately, then turned and fled, leaving 
sixty-eight men dead in the rifle-pits. The pursuit 
was keen. The 43rd avenged their los.ses at the 
Gate Pah. One hundred and ten Maoris were killed, 
twenty wounded, and ten inaile pri.soners. Henare 
Taratoa lay among the dead. On his body was 
found a written order of the da)'. It btrgan with 
prayer, and ended w'ith the words. “If thine enemy 
hunger, feed him.; if he thirst, give him drink.” 

Three stubbornly contested engagements had 
broken the Maori power. In them they lost their 
bravest warriors and nearly all their leading chiefs. 
They had no option but to yield. On the 5th of 
August the Governor, Sir George Grey, with General 
Cameron, met the as.sembled tribes. They had pre¬ 
viously surrendered their arms to Colonel Greer, they 
now surrendered their Linds ; u])on which the Governor 
promised to care for them as the Queen’s subjects. He 
would retain ouc-fonrili of their lands as atonement 
for the rebellion, but would return the remainder in 
recognition of their humanity throughout the war. 

The Waikato tribes had sustained a final and 
crushing defeat. The florver of their race lay low. 
were w'ounded or in prison. They had forfeited 
their port at Tauranga, their mo.st available outlet 
for produce. The war w'as ended. 



CHAPTER XIV 

Miss Tollemache had settled down at Oropi to the 
performance of her daily duties, and, like Massinger, 
commenced to discover that New Zealand was a most 
interesting, not to say exciting, place of abode. After 
completing her portion of the household work, which 
she gladly took upon herself in order to spare her 
friend’s failing strength, she applied herself diligently 
to the study of the Maori tongue and the historical 
records of this newer Britain. The genial climate 
and regular exercise acted upon her constitution so 
favourably that she soon attained the fullest measure 
of health and spirits. Never yet had she felt stronger 
in mind and body, never yet so eager for opportunity 
to devote herself to the good work spread so abun¬ 
dantly before her. She was rewarded primarily by 
noting the gradual improvement of Mr.s. Summers’ 
health, and receiving the heartfelt thanks of the 
Reverend Cyril, who, between domestic troubles, paro¬ 
chial duties, and a natural apprehension of danger to 
his defenceless household, sorely needed aid and 
support. Such he found, in addition to intellectual 
companionship, in the pre.sence of this high-souled, 
devoted maiden, whom he did not hesitate to say the 
providence of God had sent to them in their distress. 
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As a school-friend of his wife’s, a closer companionship 
and more sympathetic intimacy was established than 
could have been possible with any other inmate. 
Would but this wretched war end, and a lasting peace 
be established, he felt as if their future lot might be 
one of almost unalloyed happiness. 

As for Hypatia, her fearless, eager spirit, scornful 
of obstacles and inglorious ease, rejoiced in the diffi¬ 
culties of the position. After a laborious day’s work, 
during which she astonished the Maori handmaids by 
the energy which she threw into her household tasks, 
working in common with them, and eagerly possess¬ 
ing herself of the vernacular, she pored over Maori 
grammars and dictionaries with an ardour not inferior 
to that which had secured her the unique academical 
distinctions of her year. She learned the hi.story, the 
language, the manners and customs of the singular 
people among whom she dwelt, with a rapidity wdiich 
astonished Mr. Summers, and caused him to remark to 
his wife that he had been wont to consider the .scholastic 
triumphs of her friend .somcwdiat exaggerated, but was 
happy now to recant and apologize. Never before had 
he seen a woman in whom were allied extraordinary 
mental powers with such unflagging industry, steady 
application with such brilliant conceptions. Suffi¬ 
ciently rare among men, the combination was almost 
unknown, in his experience, among w'omcn students. 

“You have left out her beauty and her simplicity 
of manner, my dear,” said his wife, as she smiled up 
at her husband’s earnest face. “You generally remark 
these attributes first, you know.” 

“ True—most true,” he said, relaxing his counte¬ 
nance. “These I had forgotten. They make the 
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sum-total of high gift.s in her case still more surprising. 
For the most part beauties are neither clever nor 
studiou.s. Nor ^tre the studious women beautiful. 
Nature, in a fit of ab.scncc of mind, has split the 
ingredients while fashioning her favourites, and given 
Miss Tollemachc a double allowance of good looks 
with all the talents.” 

“ Leaving some poor girl high and dry with neither,” 
said Mrs. Summer.s. “You do see that occasionally. 
Watch her there; she docs not look like the top 
mathematician of her year.” 

Nor did she, perhaps, to a superficial eye, as she 
.sat outside the detached building which served as a 
kitchen, peeling potatoes, or rather scraping them, 
native fashion, with a shell; afterwards placing them 
in a wooden vessel shaped like a canoe for future 
culinaiy treatment, the while in animated conversation 
with Mini, a good-humoured, round-faced native girl, 
whose peals of laughter were evoked from time to 
time by her wonderful Maori .sentcnce.s. 

“ Yes,” said Cyril Summer.s, “ there .she sits, suitably 
dres.sed, yet looking like a .society girl at a South 
Kensington cookery class, perfectly at her case with 
Miru, who worships her, and yet doing the work that 
is set before her thoroughly and efficiently.” 

“ She takes the deepest interest in our converts, 
too,” said Mrs. Summers. “ ‘ One ought to prefer our 
white heathen, of course,' she said to me the other 
day, ‘ but I must confess they seem to me unutterably 
inferior in manners, dignity, and truthfulne.ss to this 
race. Their ingrained selfishness and coarscnc.ss always 
revolted me, in spite of my sense of duty. Now, these 
people have all the simplicity and directness of nature. 
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Such courage, too! What tales we hear from the 
front of their contempt of danger! They are, or 
rather have been, cruel; but so have all nations in the 
barbaric stage. We don’t hear of anything but straight¬ 
forward fighting now, and that is easy to understand 
when one looks around on this beautiful country.’ ” 

“ Yes, indeed. I suppo.se it mu.st have come .sooner 
or later. Yet when you contrast the old peaceful 
mode of living—which I used to admire when wc first 
came here, and were not afraid to visit their kaingas 
—with the present, one cannot but grieve. It was 
the mo.st ])crfect embodiment of the fabled Arcadian 
life that could be imagined. The jialisadcd pah, at 
once a‘ fortress and a tov’n, serving the purpose of 
the feudal castle of the Middle Ages, to which the 
inhabitants retreated in time of war; the fields and 
gardens so neatly cultivated, the groups of women 
and children, the young men and girls of the tribe, 
the gossip, the laughter, the games and exercises, of 
which they had a great variety ; then our canoe trijjs 
on the broad Waikato, or short boat excursions from 
the coast settlements ;—such pictures of natural rural 
contentment, as superior to the ordinary life of common 
Europeans as can be conceived.” 

“ But then their wars—cruel and remorseless. Think 
of Rauparaha and Hongi! Think of the wholesale 
massacres, the cannibal feasts, the torturings, the 
burnings!" 

“No doubt. All the.se things were done in their 
unregenerate days, but after the advent of that great 
and good man, Marsden, in 1830, and the establi.sh- 
ment of missionary stations, these horrors gradually 
lessened and were in process of dying out.” 

X 
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“ How do you think that can be "i Were there 
not still tribal wars and ruthless massacres ? ” 

“ A state of conquest, succeeded by retribution, 
could not be expected to cease suddenly. But you 
may notice that as the old cirnnibal chiefs and leaders 
died out, they ,in many instances recommended the 
missionaries to their .sons and succe.ssors. Then the 
Christianized chiefs, like Waka None and Patuonc, 
never relap.scd into heathenism, but fought for us and 
with us to the end.’’ 

“ Certainly that showed their power to assimilate 
civilization, when once introduced.” 

" Then, again, one remarkable result of the pro¬ 
gress of religious teaching was their abolition of 
slavery. The Maoris were large slaveholders in pro¬ 
portion to their numbers. They made profitable u.se 
of captives in agriculture and the laborious work of 
the tribe. They pleased themselves also by feeling 
that they had thus degraded their enemies. In the 
case of chiefs and high-born women it was held to 
be an unspeakable degradation, personal and political. 
When one considers the difficulty of inducing civilized 
nations to forego such privileges, one is lost in amaze¬ 
ment that a people but lately redeemed from barbarism 
.should act so humanely at the bidding of a handful 
of missionaries. It was to forego an ancient in.stitution 
which contributed so largely to their pride and profit; 
for slaves were valuable alike in peace and war.” 

Following up her researches and explorations in 
Maori lore, Hypatia was daily more excited by the 
wondrous revelations which the library of fact and 
fiction furnished. A procession of warriors, orators, 
poets, priests, and patriots passed before her eager 
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vision. Conquerors who, like Timour and Zenghis 
Khan, marched from one extremity of the island world 
to the other, slaying and enslaving, devouring and 
torturing, extirpating the weaker tribes—a devastating 
wave of conquest. 

Individuals, again, of such force of character and 
fi.xity of resolve that they committed themselves to 
the hazard of strange vessels, voyaging over unknown 
seas in order to reach the wondrous isles at the world’s 
end, whence came these strong white strangers, who 
bore such rich and rare, even terrible commodities, 
to the children of Maui. Among these strong-souled 
envoys the historic Hongi, who dissembled successfully, 
while honoured in the midst of kings and courtiers, 
until he jirocured possession of the first firearms, 
after which he cast away the veneer of civilization, 
and stood forth a second Attila, the remorseless 
destroyer of his race. Not less, in peace or war, the 
warrior and diplomatist, the Napoleon of his time, 
the terrible Waharoa ; risen from a slave’s hard fate 
and toilsome life through the mistaken lenity of his 
captors, he exhibited his talents by devastating the lands 
of neighbouring chiefs, and his gratitude by almost 
obliterating the tribe which had protected him in youth 
and set him free to commence his march of doom! 

Strange to say, those remorseless despots, red with 
the blood of their countrymen, and unsparing of the 
lives of women and children, protected the mi.ssionaries. 
Scorning to change their ancient faith, they yet threw 
no impediment in the way of their successors becoming 
Christians in name and faith, or loyal allies of the 
white strangers. 

The names of women, too, this earnest student 
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found profusely associated with heroic deed and resolve, 
such as have rendered individuals of the.sex celebrated, 
nay, immortal, since the dawn of history. Parallels 
were there for all the legendary heroines. In the 
revival of “ Hero and Leander,” it was the Maori 
maiden, and not the lover, who dared the Mril of 
the midnight wave, and, more fortunatiS’*mlin he, 
survived to form a happy union and earn the im¬ 
mortal fame which still illumines the name of Hinemoa 
—that name still celebrated, even though the fairy 
terraces of Tarata charm the traveller no more, and 
the magical fire-bordered lake, even Rotorua, be 
whelmed in a cataclysm. 

Mr. Summers was kept accurately informed by 
his native converts of the progress of the war. He 
heard details of thp siege of Orakau in which the 
little household was more than usually interested, 
from the fact of Henare Taratoa and other converts 
being in the enemy’s ranks. 

“Poor Henare!” said Mrs. Summers; “he was 
our most promising scholar—gentle, brave, chivalrous, 
the very embodiment of generosity. He no doubt 
believes that he is fighting for his king and country 
now that they have set up this fetish of Potatau. It 
seems very hard, after all the trouble we took with 
him and the others.” 

“ And why should he not fight ? ” asked Hypatia, 
with raised head and flashing eyes. “And— 

‘ How can man die better, 

When facing fearful odds.?’ ^ 

The position is exactly that of Horatius. History 
repeats itself I, for one, do not wonder that any man 
of his tribe, or woman either, should fight to the 
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death in this quarrel. The more I learn about the 
beginning of this lamentable war, the more I feel that 
the authors of it must be condemned by impartial 
observers.” 

" It cannot be logically defended,” admitted Mr. 
Summers; “ and, personally, I deplore the inevitable 
consequences, the temporary ruin of our hopes, the 
destruction of our schools and churche.s, the arrest 
of civilized progress. But .some such conflict was 
unavoidable.” 

“ But why } ” asked Hypatia. 

“The two race.s,” answered he, “would never have 
continued to live together in peace. The Maori 
nature, proud, jealous, revengeful, holding themselves 
to be the original owners of the country, the Engli.sh 
to be .strangers and invaders, forbade a lasting peace. 
They were unwilling to dispose of their land.s—these 
millions of fertile acres of which they made little 
or no u.se. The colonizing Briton would never have 
consented to stand idly by and see this great country, 
fitted to be the home of millions of Anglo-Saxons 
or other Europeans, held by a handful of barbarians.” 

“ But how about the Divine command, ‘ Thou shalt 
not steal,’ ‘ Do unto others ’—ordinances, the keeping 
of which is enjoined upon individuals, but which are 
so conveniently ignored by nations ? ” 

“As.a minister of the Gospel and a preacher of 
the Word, I am compelled to admit that our national 
policy and our national religion are often at variance. 
Still, it cannot be denied that the advance of civiliza¬ 
tion has mainly depended upon conquests and tWe 
doctrine of force. In our own land the ancient Britons 
were dispossessed by the Romans and the Iberian 
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Celts ; these, again, by Jutes and Saxons, who in 
turn were conquered by the Normans. The.se people 
found a weaker race, the Morioris, whom they slew 
and enslaved. They nearly depopulated the South 
Island, and would have wholly done so but for our 
arrival. They have alw'ays acted upon, and perfectly 
understand— 

‘ The ancient plan. 

That they should take who had the power. 

And he should keep who can.’” 

“That is intelligible,” .said Hypatia, with a .sigh ; 
“ but I mast say I cannot help .symirathizing with the 
Maori Ranga-tira, in the spirit of the Douglas at 
Tantallon moralizing over Marmion— 

‘ ‘‘ ’Tis pity of him, too ! ” he cried ; 

“ Hold can he sjjcak and fairly ride. 

1 warrant him a warrior tried.” ’ ” 

“ Do not forget the poor wahincs,” said Mrs. 
.Summers. " Like all women in the.se affairs of state, 
they seem to have the worst of it. Think of them at 
Drakau, marching out of their blood-stained pah in 
the midst of a hail of bullets, hungry, thirsty, jterhaps 
wounded, and yet, without doubt, they joined in the 
defiant shout of ' Akori\ akorJ. akorS ! ’ ” 

“It was glorious,” said Hypatia. “I could have 
wished to have been there. It has immortalized them, 
as well as the uarriors among whom they fought. It 
will re-echo through the ages long after the pahs are 
grass-grown, or perhajrs made into tea-gardens for the 
coming race.” 

“ That reminds me that it must be lunch-time,” 
interposed Mrs. Summers, gently; and, with a half- 
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reproachful gaze, the indignant advocate subsided, 
and retired to her chamber. 

«««««« 

Matters went on calmly and peacefully in this 
lodge in the wilderness, disturbed but from time to 
time with war rumours and tidings of siege or skirmish. 
Occasionally a burst of weeping and dolorous long- 
drawn lamentation in the Maori camp told that a 
friend or kinsman had been added to the death-roll. 
Then a former convert or pupil would stagger in, 
wounded almost to the death, to be tended, and cured, 
if such were possible, for no slightly wounded com¬ 
batant ever taxed the warm welcome of the Mikonarce 
and his household. They were cither sent away re¬ 
joicing in their new-found .strength and ability to level 
a musket once more at the marauding pakeha, or, in 
other case, were laid to rest in the mission graveyard, 
comforted by the thought that the Burial Service 
would be read over them by the good pakeha whom 
they had learned to trust and revere. 

Sometimes, when hope had departed, and they 
began to count their remaining hours, they returned 
to the lessons which had been with such care instilled 
into them in the old peaceful days of the earlier mis¬ 
sions. They placed their trust in the mediation of Him 
whom they connected with their conv'crsion, and 
recalled the weekly services and baptismal vows, 
happy in the unshaken faith of youth, and jiassing 
aw'ay to spirit-land without doubt or fear. 

At other times, the warrior, roused to frenzy by 
pain or despair, would solemnly renounce the stranger’s 
God and all His ways, and quit this life, so incom¬ 
prehensible to him, chanting the ancient war-song of 
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his ancestors, and electing to follow them to the Maori 
heaven by the stormy path of the reinga. 

A chance newspaper—for, of course, all mail¬ 
carrying had been stopped, as well as their irregular 
intelligence department—brought them the news of 
the greater and the lesser world from time to time. 
In one of these latter distributors of hopes and fears 
they came across these alarming head-lines:— 

‘‘ The Gate Pah ! Captured after a Stubborn Re¬ 
sistance ! Panic among the 43rd Regiment! Loss of 
Officers unprecedented ! Names of the Killed and 
Wounded! ” 

The list was long, and eagerly scanned. Many 
were names of European reputation ; others, again, 
of colonial fame, well known to all New Zealand 
residents. With their heads clo.se together, the names 
were read out first by one, then another, as different 
degrees of knowledge or acquaintance prevailed. Mrs. 
Summers was repeating the last two or three names, 
when she came to Lieutenant Massinger of the Forest 
Rangers, “ Reported missing ! ” 

“ Whom did you say t ” cried Hypatia, almo.st 
with a .shriek. “ Not Roland Massinger ? Oh, don’t 
say he is dead ! ” 

“ He is not dead, my dear,” said Mrs. Summers, 
"only missing. That means, I suppose, that he has 
not rejoined his regiment. There is nothing so very 
alarming about that.” 

“ Not alarming—not alarming! ” answered Hypatia, 
in low anguished tones. " Do you know what it 
means t It may be worse than dead—far worse. 
He may be in the hands of the enemy—given over 
to torture. Who can tell And it is I who am to 
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blame for his presence in this country, for his taking 
part in this dreadful war. His blood is upon my 
head, wretched girl that I am ! ” 

“ My dear Hypatia,” said Mrs. Summers, gently 
taking her hand, “why rush to such extreme conclu¬ 
sions ? In the first place, the poor fellow is not known 
to be dead, or even a prisoner. In the next, you 
cannot be held responsible for the rash resolve of a 
man whom you felt you could not marry. It is most 
unfortunate, I grant you, but surely you are not to 
be held accountable.” 

“ No, no! it was all my doing. My heedlessness 
and vanity must have encouraged him, or he would 
never have thought of me in that way. Then a foolish 
ambition stifled any natural liking. I dit/ like and 
respect him far more than any other man I had ever 
met. And now, this is the end of it! He is dead, and 
I am the unhappy cause. I shall never recover it.” 

Words were of no avail. In vain Cyril Summers 
and his wife tried to moderate her passionate remor.se. 
She could see nothing but the darkest fate and 
endless sorrow before her. She had destroyed his 
happiness, his career, and now his life had been 
sacrificed to her insane desire to travel out of the 
sphere which Providence had assigned to her. 

Comparatively soothed by Mr. Summers’ promise 
to send a trusty messenger to procure reliable informa¬ 
tion as to his disappearance and probable fate, she at 
length consented to retire with her friend and com¬ 
forter. To retire, but not to rest. If she slept, troubled 
visions of pale corpses and blood-stained victims 
mingled with her dreams, and the dawn had appeared 
before the slumbers which soothe alike the young 
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and old, the innocent and the guilty, brought transient 
rest and peace to her troubled spirit. 

Mr. Summers tranquillized her .somewhat by 
.sending away a native convert, long associated with 
the mi.ssion, and at her request his wife went also. 
They were a trustworthy and devoted pair, whose 
loyalty had been well tried since the outbreak of 
hostilities. Known by the rebels as Mikonarec natives, 
they were enabled to pass and repass unharmed. 
Indeed, they were alwaj’s welcomed by the insurgents, 
who never charged them with bad faith. It was 
rather the other way, inasmuch as the friendly natives 
were more than suspected of giving information of- 
])robable movements by the troops to their coiintty'- 
men. But, if it were .so, their apologists replied that 
it wa.s, after all, merely in accordance with the ancient 
Maori custom, which was to send notice to the enemy 
that they were coming to attack them. The famous 
Ilongi did so in the case of his next-door neighbour, 
Hinaki, Chief of the Ngati-maru tribe, when they 
met in Sydney, at Mr. Marsden’s dinner-table, after the 
former’s return from England, saying, “ Get your tribe 
ready as soon as you return, for I am gf>ing to attack 
you when I get back to Te Hauraki." He was as bad 
as his word, and with the aid of civilization (muskets 
and jjowder), succeeded in taking the famous Totara 
pah, slaughtering a thou.sand Ngati-maru, then killing 
(and eating) a large proportion of his compatriot’s 
tribe. 

Ponui and Awariki did not lose time, but started 
away in light marching order for the seat of war, 
secretly pleased and excited by the pro.spect of hear¬ 
ing all about the bloody engagement and its attendant 
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horrors, while manifesting a decent show of sorrow for 
the pakeha’s early fate. 

They were several days absent, during the lingering 
hours of which l l)'patia held herself to be a prey to 
the fabled Furies. She was fully impres.sed with the 
idea that an evil fate had befallen the missing .soldier, 
on account of which the messengers hesitated to 
return, awaiting fuller information. 

Thus, dailj' becoming mc)re and more deeply de¬ 
pressed and remorseful, she pondered upon the mys¬ 
terious workings of I’rovidence, dispo.sed to question 
its justice in permitting so bitter a blow to be dealt 
to her—to her, who had always acted in undoubting 
faith ! Upon what trifling cv'cnts do the great evils 
and misfortunes of life appear to depend ! Like 
the extra allowance of sunshine in the Alpine world, 
which sets free the tiny ice stream, which again un¬ 
looses the blind and devastating avalanche, what a 
tragedy had her heedless action .set in motion ! And 
the end w'as not >et. Of what gruesome, blood¬ 
curdling tidings might not the me.sscngers be the 
bearers ! 

After a night of miserable imagining.s, Hypatia 
arose to find that the mes.sengers had returned, and 
furnished a report of their inquiries to Mr. Summers, 
who, condensing it for her information, ha.stened to 
relieve her worst apprehensions. 

“ Before entering into detail, let me assure you, my 
dear Mi.ss Tollemachc,” he said, “ that we have good 
grounds for believing that Sir Roland is alive, and, 
if not unwounded, most likcl)' in good hands.” 

" What do they say ? ” asked .she, with tremulous 
lips. ‘‘ Were they able to see any one who knew’ I 
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His friends—Mr. Slyde, I mean. I have heard they 
were comrades.” 

“ They joined the Forest Rangers at the same time, 
I heard ; and there was also the half-caste guide, 
Warwick, a very fine fellow, who has attached himself 
to our friend. Ponui saw both of them.” 

“ Surely they would know. They did not desert 
him ? ” 

“ There wa.s no hint of desertion. Every officer 
of note was killed or wounded within the first twenty 
minutes of the assault of the .storming party—they 
among the number. Warwick was severely wounded. 
Mr. Slyde was unconscious, and it was thought 
mortally wounded ; but after Warwick had .staggered 
to the place where he had seen Lieutenant Massinger 
fall, he found that he had disappeared." 

“Then they know nothing— absolutely not/iing I" 
said Hypatia. “ I thought you said there were grounds 
for believing-” 

“ Allow me to continue,” said the Reverend Cyril. 
“ Awariki went among the women of the camp, of 
whom there were many. There she found a cousin 
w'ho had married a Ngapuhi. She seemed to have 
been under fire also, as she had a bullet through her 
upper arm.” 

“ I should like to have been there,” said Hypatia, 
her eyes lighting up with a gathering intensity, as 
she gazed before her towards the dark-hued moun¬ 
tains which bounded their landscape. “ What did 
she see ? ” 

“ As she rushed forward through the niHee —for her 
husband was badly wounded—she saw the ‘pakcha 
rangatira,’ as she called him, fall, apparently dead. 
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A Maori was just about to tomahawk him, when 
Mr. Mannering (Tao-roa, as they call him) dashed 
him aside, knocking him down, and calling aloud to 
his people, two of whom lifted up the pakeha, and 
commenced to carry him to the rear. Immediately 
afterwards several women joined them, one of whom 
.she was confident was Erena Mannering, his daughter, 
who, of course, was well known to the tribe. After 
this ensued the extraordinaiy panic of the 43rd, and 
all trace of him was lost.” 

" Then they did not succeed in getting him back 
to the Ngapuhi camp (isn’t that the name t ), and they 
do not know what has become of him, after all } ” 

“ Merely this, that Awariki says she is certain that 
if Erena had been taken prisoner, she is a person of 
such importance that the v\ ho]c would have been 
sent in pursuit. She is confident that she and the 
others are in safety, or else Mr. Mannering would not 
be at case and with his people.” 

“ But why did she not ask him } ” 

“ He is a war chief of the Ngapuhi, and she, a 
common person, did not dare to address him on such 
a subject. It w'ould not be tika, or etiquette, breaches 
of which are severely punished.” 

“ But what do you think younself } All this is ver>' 
slender evidence—mere hearsay, in fact.” 

“ I fully believe that he is in some secure retreat, 
watched over by this extraordinary girl. Erena Manner¬ 
ing, whose courage and devotion have, under Providence, 
.saved his life.” 

“ May she find His mercy in her hour of need ! ” 
said Hypatia, with clasped hands and streaming 
eyes. “If it be so, my soul will be freed from a 
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burden almost too heavy to bear. It may be hoping 
against hope, but I really begin to believe that his 
life will be spared. That granted by Heaven, I shall 
have nothing—positively nothing —to wish for in the 
future.” 

The remaining incidents in the capture of the 
memorable (late Fah were duly recorded by Awariki 
for the benefit of the household—how the sailors, the 
sea-warriors of the pakeha, whose raiment was of a 
blue colour, they who sprang over the palisades as 
if they were ships’ rigging, and the men in red who 
fought madly and cursed always, had been bewitched 
Ijy the spell of the Tohunga of the Ngaiterangi, and 
had fled. The men in big hats (the Forc.st Rangers), 
who walked through the bush, the flax, and the 
fern by night and day ; the Ngapuhi, who ru.shed on 
like a breaking wave, were all in vain against the 
rifle-pits of the Ngaiterangi, whereby men were killed 
without seeing who fired at them. 

« « « f;- iic- » 

Passing from one mood to the other, as is wont 
with women whose highly strung nervous system seems 
impatient of continuous action, Hypatia at length 
made up her mind that Massinger was alive, and safely 
bestowed in some sylvan retreat, under the care of 
this mysterious, fascinating Maori girl, of whom she 
h;id already heard much. 

The natural jealousy, invariably felt by the average 
woman during the appropriation by another one of 
an erstwhile, probable, or even possible lover, had no 
place in Hypatia’s generous mind. “ If only he is 
alive and well, I care nothing,” thought she. “ That 
she risked her life to save his, I can well believe. 
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All honour to her. I am at least guiltles.s of his 
blood. I shall always feel grateful to her, for lifting 
that load from my .soul.” 

Thu.s, when she arose next morning and com¬ 
menced to busy herself about the indispensable duties 
of tile hou.sehold, she experienced a feeling of relief 
to which she had been long a stranger. The day 
was fine, the clouds of heaven had disappeared, it 
would seem, simultaneously with those of her spirit. 
As in the Northern Britain, with its frequent rain 
and hail, mist and snow, this rare da}‘, on which the 
disturbing forces of the elements held truce, was 
inex}ire.ssibly lovel)-. The mountain snow-crown was 
revealed in all its purity and austere majesty, a silver 
diadem against the blue and lustrous heavens. The 
fruit trees in the garden, the oaks and elm.s, poplars 
and walnuts, planted in fond remembrance of the 
dear old home-land, seemed bursting into redundant 
greenery. The river rippled and murmured under its 
o'er-arching ferns, and as the little band of dark- 
skinned children, with their glancing eyes and smiling 
faces, all obedient and cheerful, passed on to the 
modest building, wherein they were daily .so patiently 
taught b}’ their pastor and his wife, she could hardly 
refrain from expressing her thankfulness for the 
success of this single-hearted enterprise, in which .she 
had been deemed worthy to share. 

That the wave of barbaric warfare might at any 
moment sweeji over the peaceful .scene, leaving ruin 
and de.solation in its track, seemed, in the glory of 
that beauteous morn, incredible and prepo.sterous. 
During later musing.s, however, when the routine 
business of the little school failed to absorb her 
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attention, the thought would obtrude itself of the 
strange cqmplication of affairs which would arise if, 
as was rumoured, Roland was about to marry this 
half-savage girl, as she could not but consider her. 
Beautiful she was by all report, devoted she must 
have been to her white lover, educated to a certain 
extent, and, in virtue of her father’s lands granted in 
earlier times, an heiress of considerable pretensions. 

But-! She well knew what a dcath-in-life it would 

be considered by his English friends. Of course, it 
was far from improbable. Younger sons and others 
of aristocratic British families had married these 
fascinating half-caste girls, even those of pure Maori 
blood. This she knew from authentic sources. In 
this distant land, so far from British .social edicts, such 
a marriage was not looked upon as a misalliance. 
And if such *should be his lot, who would have 
been the dominant factor in thus shaping his destiny i 
Who but herself, unwilling, doubtle.ss, but none the 
less the primary agent in his deportation, his colonial 
career, with its risks, dangers, and this irrevocable 
lapse—finally, his absorption in a different class 
and an alien race ? She felt minded to groan aloud. 
Why should she have been selected to work all this 
misery and ruin, ending, perhaps, in death ? Why 
could .she not foresee the direful consequences flowing 
from his fatal entrainement? 

It was hard, very hard. Other men had paid her 
court before and since his advent. They had accepted 
their dismissals calmly, carelessly, irritably, sullenly, 
according to their several temperaments ; in no case 
had serious results followed. They had mended their 
damaged, or disturbed organs by philosophy, travel. 
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gaiety, or marriage, chiefly affecting the latter anodyne. 
It was surely one of the ironies of Fate that the con¬ 
sequences to this particular pretcndu had been so 
seriou.s—the only one as to whose denial she had felt 
suspicion of her heart’s teaching in the ordeal. 

Now, at least, all was over. She had decreed that 
he should have no further part or lot in her life. If 
he was safe. Fate might do her worst. She had always 
claimed the right to mould her own existence. Surely 
she could do so still. Yet she sighed as she told 
herself thus proudly that she was sufficient for her 
own high conception of duty. As to happiness, that 
was another thing. Who were we, worms of the 
dust, ephemera of the hour, that we should arrogate 
to ourselves the right to a condition of perfect satis¬ 
faction f Harmony with our surroundings, always 
improbable, was chiefly iinpo.ssible. The stars in 
their courses, as w'cll as all the powers of darkness, 

were leagued to prevent it. And yet—and yet- 

Here the introspective reverie ceased, and Hypatia 
recalled herself to the more urgent and practical 
demands of daily life. 

On the following morning Mr. Summers appeared 
at breakfast in an unwonted state of excitement, 
almost of agitation. 

What IS the matter, my dear Cyril,” inquired the 
anxious wife. “ Is the war news worse than usual ^ ” 

" Not quite so bad as that,” he said, with a re¬ 
assuring smile, “ but important, notwithstanding. I 
have just heard that the bishop is coming to jjay us a 
vdsit, and will stay all night on his way to Tauranga.” 

“How did you hear.? You quite frightened me. 

Y 
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I shall be charmed to have him. Hypatia will be 
overjoyed, I know. He is one of her heroes.” 

“A Maori messenger gave me this note,” he 
replied, producing a twisted and discoloured piece of 
paper, on which was written— 

‘‘My dear Cvrie. 

I propose, with God's blessing, to be with 
you on Tuesday at midci.ay. If Mrs, Summers can 
accommodate me, I should like to remain with you 
for one night. Will hold service in aftcrnrwn. 
.Assemidc the people—it may be for the last time. 

"G. A. Ni vv Zkalam).” 

" And when docs he sa>' that we may e.xpcct 
nim } " asked 1 lypatia. 

“At or before midday,” replied Mr. .Summers 
"Of C(nirse, he will only remain for the night, as he 
is an.vious to ])ush on to T.iuranga. Hut he would 
like to lK)ltl an afternocai .service ; s(j I mu.st get in all 
our pef)ple in the neighbourhood, and, of course, the 
school-children. 

“ I am charmed with the idea." said Hypatia. 
“Ju.st fancy! 1 have had him in my thoughts ever 
since I thought of coming to New Zealaml. One 
does not often see an opostlf in the flesh. And he 
i.s one. if ever it is given to man to behold one of 
God’s messengers.” 

“That I, too, am overjoyed, you will not doubt," 
said Cyril. ‘‘I have a fdial feeling towards him. I 
was one of his curates when he first came to New 
Zealand. How many a long journey on foot we 
made together! 11c is a tireless walker, and a 
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champion athlete in half a dozen classes. Such a 
man in a boat, too! He has risked his life scores of 
times to my knowledge. And now to think that .so 
much of his life's labour has been lost! It is heart¬ 
breaking.” 

“ Do not say that, iny dear Cyril,” gimc in Mary 
.Summers’ quiet voice. “ The good seed has been 
.sown. In the time to come it will bring forth, ‘ .some 
fiftyfold, .some an hundredfold,’ as we are told in 
God’s Word. Look what poor llenare Taratoa did, 
even when fighting against us in the Gate Pah! 
That was the fruit of tuir teaching here, I am 
th.ankfiil to say." 

"What was that ” said Hypatia. 

“ One of the Maori women that came away from 
the Gate Pah .said that when C<jlonel Booth was 
lying mortally woundeil and perishing with thirst—for 
there was no water in the pah for the last two days— 
llenare stole out by night and ])assed through our 
lines, thereliy risking his lifit, and brought b.ack a 
calabash of water, w hich he placed by the side of the 
dying man. It was found then- next morning by 
our men after the natives had left the ]>ah.” 

"What a splendiii fellow!" .said Hy]>atia. ‘‘He 
fought for his country, as why should he not.’ But 
then, having received the Christian faith, he followed 
im])licitly the precepts he had learned. Our men 
would have given water to wounded Maoris, but 
which of them would have risked his life to procure 
it ? ■’ 

" I could tell you of other instances of similar 
conduct,” said Mr. Summers. " The bishop, when he 
comes, will, I am sure, add to my list But we must 
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.“ict to work now to ensure him a suitable reception. 
\'ou will have a sermon, too, which, like all his 
addresses, will be deeply impressive.” 

All requisite preparations having been made, and 
a sort of ■' fiery cross ” sent round in the hands of a 
llect-liinbcd native youngster, a considerable gathering 
of Maoris of all ages and conditions was present at 
the ap])ointe(l time. They came in honour of that 
heroic i)ersonage, George Augustus Sciwyn, the 
famous Hisho|i of New Zealand, the hero of a hundred 
legends, the pioneer missionary, the modern embodi¬ 
ment of faith, xeal, and dc\’olion, wlu) had always 
been willing —nay. passionately eager—in the words 
of St, I'aul, " to s])cnd and be .si)ent " in the service of 
his Master. 

lljpulia stood back a little space while Mr. 
Summers anti his wife warmly welcometl their jiastor 
and master, with an earnestness there was no 
mistaking. The dark-skinnetl contingent then closed 
in, and obstructetl her view of the man whom (with 
one e.xception), of all living personages, .she was the 
most anxious to see. whom by rejjutation she honoured 
« ilh a feeling akin to adoration. 

lie had ctane attemletl only by ;i middle-ageil 
■Maori, whose grizzled countenance and war-worn 
features showed that he hati done his share in the 
jirolessional oecui>ation of the Maori gcntiUiomine of 
the periotl. He stood ajrart, leaning on his musket, 
luit from the respect with which he was treated by 
.(11 who appruaclual. it was evident that he was a 
personage of no ordinary consideration. 

It was a scene of more than ordinary interest. 
The older memlrers of the hapu who still dwelt in 
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the vicinity of the mission, were chiefly those who 
from age or infirmity were debarred from going to 
the war, then waged within so short a distance of 
their homes. A large proportion w'as composed of 
women, children, and young people not yet entitled 
to rank as combatants. All in turn came to be 
presented to the PHwpa Rangatira, making obeisance 
due and lowlj-. To each one he addrc.s.sed a few 
words in Maori, the replies to wdiich were made with 
evident pleasure, the children almost gasping with 
pride and gratification at the honour of the interview. 
Inquiries were made after well-known men, who had 
formcrl)’ been regular attendants at the little church, 
but too often resulted in downc.ist looks, as the sad 
word indK (ileac!) came forth, and in broken accents 
the name; of the biittlc, skirmish, or locality was 
uttered. Well jiosteil in the ]iersonal history of the 
missionary centres and their converts, the bi.sho]i 
never failed to bestow a word of sympathy' or 
condolence upon the mourners. 

The reception being einled, Mr. Summers announced 
that the assembly was free to betake itself to their 
kai (or meal), which had been prepared, ta.xing to 
the utmost the resources of the establishment. 

" Permit me. my lord, to present to you M iss 
Tollemache, a friend and schoolfellow of rny wife,” 
said Mr. Summers, as they' moved towards the cottage. 

" A young lady lately from lingland, who has ca.st 
in her lot with us.” 

The bishop looked with extreme surpri.se at the 
distinguished-looking girl, so unlike wliat he naturally 
exjxjcted to see at the jilace and time. IJowing, 
however, with easy grace, he said— 
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“ I am afraid I cannot congratulate you upon the 
occasion you have selected in which to commence 
your labours in the Master’s vineyard. Have you had 
[)rcvi(jus experience, may I ask ” 

I have had two years’ work in and around 
Whitechapel,” .said .she. " I took up the F-a.st End 
City Mission work soon after I finished my college 
course.” 

“ Then you have quitted your first sphere of 
u.sefulness, may I sa)', for a wider field ” 

"I discovered,” said Hypatia, “that the locality 
\v,'is not suited to iny age and disposition. I retired 
in favour of more experienced workers. Gathering 
from the letters of my dear friend and .schoolfellow, 
Mrs. Sutnmers, that she needed help, I decided to 
come here.” 

‘‘y\nd you did well, my tlear young lady, to 
follow the dictates of your heart, though I would 
it had happened a few )-ear.s previously, when wt' 
were all rejoicing in the fruition of our hopes and 
the visible reward of years of toil and privation. 
Mow, alas! there have l.ieen sad backslidings, griefs, 
and discouragements. I have been sorely tempted 
to despair ; but 1 le who has hitherto led us through 
the wilderness will not abandon us now. May His 
ble.ssing he Uj)on you, my dear child, and uj)on. all 
in this hou.sehold. Though terrors encompass us, we 
know in whom to trust, as our Defender and Guide." 

As he spoke, standing within sight of the moun¬ 
tain and the wave, with head raised, and that noble 
countenance illumined with the courage that is not 
of tliis earth—the fervent faith in things not seen— 
he airpearod to Hypatia as a prophet, inspired, 
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transfigured, worthy to bear His sacred message, to 
speak the words of the Most High. Her overwrought 
emotional feelings overpowered her. Yielding to an 
irresistible impulse, she cast herself on her knees 
before him and cried aloud— 

" Bless me, O my father, even me ! ” 

Strongly stirred, the good bishop laid his hands 
solemnly upon her head, saying— 

“May the Lord (}od, Mo.st High, Most Mighty, 
ble.ss, protect, and save thee, dear child, from all evils 
of b(.)dy and mind, also from all the .sorrows and terrors 
of this distracted land. May He shield thee in the 
hour of nei.'d, and may His guidance be with thee until 
thou art led in .safety to thy' home and thy friend.s. 
h'or Jesus Christ’s sake. Amen.” 

Hypatia retired to the little room which she 
had occu]ncd since her .sojourn in Cropi, feeling a 
renewed confidence in the vocation which she had 
adopted. :ind a fervent reserve to persevere in the 
)>ath marked (mt for her, no matter what ob.staclcs 
might present themselves. 

When she ap]H-ared at the simple midday meal, 
all traces of emotion and e.xcitement had vanished. 
The little household talke<l freely of the conclusion 
of the war as being at hand, and, that once an 
established fact, the reccwcry of the country and the 
revival of the tihurch were but matters of time. 

“And do you think that the two races will ev'cr 
agree to live in peace and amity, after all the blood 
that has been shed ?” asketl Hypatia, leaning forward 
with a rapt and eager look upon her fact; which 
reminded the bishop of the early' Christian martyrs. 

" One may well doubt, Miss Tollemache,” said he, 
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with a .sad yet unshaken air of confidence. “ The 
bc.st blood of England has been shed like water in 
these sieges and engagements. Still, I foresee the 
termination. It cannot be distant now. The flower 
of the Maori warriors and tlieir leading chiefs lie low. 
All historj- teaches us that a conquered people is 
always absorbed into the superior race in coiir.se of 
time.” 

“ Hut the; difference in origin and tradition ?" 
([ueried Mr. Summers. 

“ Is by no means an insuperable obstacle," an.swered 
the bishop. •' In those mi.xed unions which have 
already taken place, no liegeneratirm of type is 
apparent; indeed, to speak frankly, it has even 
.appeared to me that the (offspring in many instances 
show an advance, ])hy,sically and mentally, upon both 
the p.irent slocks. 1 could name instance.s, but it is 
jK^haps iinnecessarj-.'' 

"We have our Joan of Arc, too,” interposed Mrs, 
•Summers ; " only, unfortunately for the romance, she 
is fighting or nursing, whichever it ma}’ be. on the 
invaders’ sitie.” 

"You mean Krena Mannering," said the bi-shoj). 
" 1 know her well—or did, rather, in the dear old past 
daj'.H. She is truly a noble damsel in ev'cry sen.se of 
the word. Her Herculean father is a paladin for 
valour, struggling with the tastes of a savant and 
philosopher. In a different age he would have stood 
at a monarch's right hand, or more i>robably have 
been a conqueror in his own person. Her mother 
was a chieftainess, brave, beautiful, and of long 
de.scent. No wonder that she is a marv'cl of woman¬ 
hood ! ” 
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•' She is not without friends who appreciate her," 
said Hypatia, smiling at the enthusiasm of the 
sympathetic prelate. “ Fortunate girl ! to be born 
to a heroine's task, a heroine's applause. This is the 
Ia.st home of romance, it would appear, since it has 
quitted Britain, at any rate for the ])resent.” 

“ Have you heard the last rumour about her, my 
lord?" .said Hr. Summers. 

"No, indectl. Koihua and 1 came across the 
bush after leaving the Forest Rangers before Orakau. 
1 trust no harm to her is feared" 

"No but the situation is not wholly free from 
risk. young lieutenant of the h'orest Rangers, 
wounded in the storming party, which was repulsed 
at the Gate Pah, is reported missing. It is saiil that 
she was seen with a small jiarty of natives, who 
('.irried him off at the bidding of her father, and that 
neither she nor he have been since heard of" 

“In that case it is most firobable that .she saved 
his life, and. in the alisence of difmite information, I 
shouki l)e inclined to believe that he has been taken 
to a ])lare of safet)’, where he will remain for tin: 
present. What diil } (iu say his name was ? " 

•' Roland Massinger." 

"Not l)e .Massinger of the Court, in Herefordshire 
-surely not?" said the bishoii, more keenly inte- 
re.sted. " I saw him in camp w hen I came from Puke- 
rirnu, poor boy ! I knew his [)eo|>le well in England— 
among the very oldest families in the land. I met 
him soon after his arrival in Auckland. Whatever 
hard fate brought him into this disastrous strift: ? 
But I should not say fate ; rather the will of God, 
which often from jiresent chastening leads to our 
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eventual gain. But the time draws near for our 
service—the last, most probably, that I shall hold here. 
It will be my farewell to the.se poor people, whom I 
have loved and i)raycd for so often.” 

And as the good man retired to his chamber for 
the preparation of prayer which he always held to be 
necessary, even in the most thinly po()iilated and 
ap])arently humble localities, Hypatia took the oppor¬ 
tunity of escaping from a conversation v\ hich threatened 
embarrassing conditions. 

Punctually at the appointed hour, the bell of the 
little church having sounded for the canonical time, 
the man of God walketl through the crowd of dark- 
skinneil ])rose!ytes, who awaited his arrival with 
unaffected revereiic- ; ami murmurs of a[)i)robation 
were heard as he paced with solemn steps towards 
tlie humble building, for which many of tli<jsc pre.sent 
had contributed labour or materials. Yet were not 
all fully agreed. .Some of the older men had been 
acted Uj)on l)y the tlisaffected of the tribe, and hardly 
concealed their distrust c>f the pihopa, who went 
betwee-n the contending forces, and might, i)erha[)s, 
convey information to their foes. This allegation, 
oiH;nly made at the rebel camp, caused the good 
bi.shop the imjst poignant grief- to think that his 
peo]jle, his children in the Lord, as he fondly called 
them, should ilistru.st him, who fur them, for their 
jrresent adv,tntage and eternal weal, had sacrificed 
the intellectual lu.xuries of the irarent land, his ])lace 
among the noble and the great, all the unsjx-akable 
social advantages which await the di.stinguished son 
of literature and the Church in Britain ! And for 
what t To live in self-im[x)sed e.xile in a distant 
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colony, among a barbarous people but recently 
redeemed from the grossest heathen practices! It 
was more than discouraging, it was heart-breahing, 
to one of his sensitive temperament and fervent 
spirit. 

The service of the Church of Ivngland was read 
by Mr. Summers. Hypatia was touched by the 
manner in which the responses were made by young 
and old. Nowhere in the world could more earne.st- 
ness liave been shown, le.ss apparent wavering from 
the appointed ritual, which was wholly in the Maori 
tongue, She had matle .sufficient progress in the 
langu.ige to follow easily—a task lightened l)y the 
pre[)on'Icrance of vowels and the disuse of the ]>er- 
plexing consonants so freipient in luiro])ean tongues. 
;V greater advance can be made in Maori in a shorter 
time than in almost any living langmage. There is 
much of the ore rotimdo claimed for the noble 
fundamental languages, vvhicli now only survive 
among tlegetierale desceiuiunts of the orators, warriors, 
statesmen, and artists, who. vihile they rolled out the 
sonorous sentences, swayed the known world with 
their pre-eminence in arts and arms, speech and 
song. 

The prayers of the Anglican Church were concludetl. 
Then the great apostle of the .South Seas ascendeil 
an ornate puljiit, the gift of a few Mnglish friends 
of Mr. Summers, the carving of which had much 
iinpre.s.sed the native congregation, themselves by 
no means without jiractice in this ancient section of 
art. In his sermon—short, fervent, and chiefly jicr- 
suasive—he apiiealed to those better feelings which 
the teaching of the ini.s.sionary clerg>-, of whatever 
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denomination, had been chiefly desirous of fostering. 
What," he asked, “ had been the condition of the 
tribe's before that great and good man Marsden, the 
pioneer ])a.stor, came among them War unbridled, 
ruthless, remorseless, with its accompaniments .still 
more dreadful—slavery, ten'ture, child-murder, the 
eating of human flesli, ])nutice.s which, to their 
honfiur be it sjviken, the .Maoris as a nation had 
disrontimu-d. Were they not ashamed of these 
things.’" ("Yes, \'t-s !’’ from tile assemblcrl crowd.) 
■' Who had taught them to be ashamed of the.se: 
things.’ 'I'hc mission.iry clergy, the pakeha from 
beyond the .seas. Who had gi\'on them the seed, 
the grain, the ])otalo, the domestic animals, the 
tools of iron, from which they now reaped such 
abundant har\'ests and stores of ])rochice Bre.id, 
(lour-mills, garden-seeds and vegetables,—all these 
came from the pakeh.i. Who taught them the use of 
.dl the.se things? 'J'he .Mikonaree. lie laboured w ith 
his hands, he lived pooiiv, he coveted nothing for 
himself, he only held a sm.ill portion of their waste 
lands (HI which to grow footl for himself ami his 
familv. 

■' lie had done all this. But he had done more, 
lie had taught them to worship the only true God, 
and llis Son Jesus Christ our Lord—the God of 
mercy, of truth, of charily, of peace. And had they 
not li\'ed in peace, in plenty, in good will among 
thern.selves, until this war arose, which w.as now 
raging to the destruction of Maori and pakeha alike? 
Wlio coimsellerl this shedriing of bloori, this burning 
of pahs ? The clergy ? \o. They knew that the 

v(.)ice of ever)’ c.lerg)’man. every missionary in both 
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islands, had been against it, was against it now. If 
his advice had been talcen, a rmianga would have 
been held, of the wisest pakehas and the high 
rangatira.s. Judges like Mannering and Waterton 
would have sat there—men who knew the Maori 
tongue and the Maori customs. They woukl have 
done justice. The Waitara would never have been 
bought from Teira. The Maori law would have 
been re.sj^ccted, as well as the haiglish law, in which 
e\’er\’ man has equal rights, the native as well as 
the pakeha. 'I’hen there would ha\ e been no war ; 
no killing of pakeha settlers who wished to cultiwite 
the .soil and to live in peace ; no tleatli of the 
soli.lic'n. and sailors; no death of the volunteers who 
\vished to buy and sell in the towns, who bought 
the native.s' pigs and potatoes, their wheat and their 
flax ; no death of high chiefs or of the j'oung men 
of tin- tribes, of officers of the troops, of officers of 
the ships. All the.se of the )'oung and the old who 
now lie cold in thi’ earth or beneath the sky would 
be alix’c and well this da_\'.’' Hen- more than one 
face betraverl deej) fi'cling ; falling tears and gestures 
of unutterable anguish told their tale. 

■‘but the war. unhappil)', Iiad commenced, and still 
raged. Unwise white men, ]iroud and haughty chiefs, 
h.id been impatient, .ami forced on the war. Had the 
.Maoris resjrected the lessons they had been taught, 
and been jiatient, even when sufft-ring injustice, all 
would have been well. The W'aitara block would 
li.ave Ixien given u]). It has been given up were. 
I'hey had many friends in the ))akeha runanga ; 
even in .Sydney the Kawana Dennitoni had .sent 
a letter in their favour, warning the council of the 
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pakehas not to take Waitara. But there were unwise 
men on both .side.s. Blood was .shed. And the state 
of war took place. And now you will .say, ‘ This i.s 
all very well, but we knew much of this before. 
The state of war i.s accomplished. What are we to 
do ? What is best for the Maori people ? ’ 

“I will tell you. I'liis is m)' saying. I have 
prayed to (}(xl that it may be right and wise, accord¬ 
ing to His will, and for your benefit, who are my 
children in the Lord. We have alwaj's taught you 
to desire peace—j)eace and good will towards all 
men. Cherish no more hard feelings against the 
pakeha. You will have to live in the land with him. 
His race is the stronger, the more numerous ; he has 
ships, soldiers, and guns, more than you can number : 
they are like the sands of the seashore. 

"The war must sooti he over. I, wlio speak to you 
now, say so. Heed not those fooli.sh men of your 
r.ace who tell you to go on fighting. It is of no use. 
When the l.a.st battle is fought, ami my words come 
true, yield yourself to the Kawan.i, Ilori Grey, saying, 
‘ V\A are conquered, .Show us rnerc}'. Wc desire ])eace 
for the future.’ He has always been a friend of the 
Maori people. He is a friend now. You will find 
that you will receive merer', that a jiortion of your 
lands rvill he restored to you Not all. Part will be 
taken for ntu, as by Maori custom. After that I 
say, heed m)’ words and those of the good Mikonaree 
who have ahr ays tried to do you good—who will do 
you more good in the future. ‘ Love your enemies ; 
do good to those who despitefully use you. If thine 
enemy hunger, feed him ; if he thirst, give him drink,’ 
a.s did Henare Taratoa, whom I taught when he was 
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young. You can read your Bible, many of you. Do 
what you are there commanded, and it will be well 
with you. 

“ And now it may be that you will see my face no 
more. I have been called back to the land whence 
I came, .so many years ago, to do you good, to help, 
to teach every man, woman, and child in this land of 
Maui; such I may have done, though the seed of the 
Word has sometimes perished by the w.ayside. But 
other .seed. I will believe, ha.s taken root, and will 
bring h)rth, in due time, some twenty, .some fifty, some 
an hundred h)id. 

*' And when the day comes, as come it will, when 
peace overspreads the land, when the churches are 
again crowded, when the .schools are full of your 
chiklren, when the harvests are bounteous, and the 
Maori pco})le are as well clothed, as well fed, and as 
well taught .as the jjakeh.as, yem will hear that your 
pihojja, the man wIkj loved you .and prayed with you, 
is no more. In that hour remember that I told you 
all this would come to pass, and honour his uiana 
by obeying the words of his mouth, and the com¬ 
mandment of the most high (jod. " 

As the sermon ncsired this conclusion, the hearts 
of the peoi.)lc were more deej)ly and strongly affected. 
Tears .streamed down the faces of the younger members 
of the congregation. Sobs and groans were frequent. 
And .as he turned to leave the little chajx:!, a simul¬ 
taneous rush was made to the door, so as to be enabled 
to say a last farewell. AH doubt and he.silation as 
to hi.s actions since the w.ar were swept away- by the 
magic of his vibrating voice, the magnetic force of his 
earnest tones. They now commenced to realize that 
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they were losing a friend in need, a judge in Israel, a 
champion in the day of their oppression. 

As he left the church with hi.s host and ho.stcss, 
the women and children clustered around him, with 
cries of grief and genuine sorrow. They knelt before 
him, tliey struggled fur the right to kiss his hand, 
they imiilored him to come again ; they vowed that 
they would alwaj-s be his children, and would obey 
his commands till their death. 

It was to llvpatia a .scene indescribably affecting. 
The tears came to her own eyes as she stood there, 
sj'mpathetic, emotional, wondering no more at the 
contagious power of the united forces of faith, enthu¬ 
siasm, and oratory comlrined to sway a multitude and 
lead a ])e(jple to heroic deeds. The men .stood aloof 
while the women were making their moan, and then 
came forward res])ectfully, each to receive a handshake 
aiul a word of greeting, advice, or friendly warning. 
Last of all. the few elders who had attended as it 
were under protest, made known their recantation of 
doubt or distrust. An aged chief, whose scarred 
countenance and limbs told a tale of .incient wars, 
hobbled forw.ard. leaning U]xin his luitin. With an 
air of mingled dignity and despondency lie thus 
delivered himself— 

“ This is my sat ing, tin saving (jf Tupa-roa the 
aged. I h.ive listened to the words of the jiihopa 
rangatira ; they are good words. The great Alua 
of the jiakehas has spoken in them. If we had 
hearkened to them before, if we had said at Waitara, 

’ This thing is unjust, but we w ill not fight; we will 
leave it to a Court ; we will senil a letter to the 
Kawini across the .sea ; we will ask for justice till the 
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winds cease to blow, till the fire-mountain in White 
Island stops breathing flame; ’ then our wisdom 
would have been great. What the pakeha says 
is true. We had many friends, ju.st men, in the 
jiakeha runanga. After all, Waitara was given back. 
Why Were the pakchas afraid } No ! Sec what 
has come of it. My .son is dead, and his ”—pointing 
to another elder who stood near him—“ and Takerei 
and I'uoho, all dead—all gone past the rcinga, where 
I also shall soon follow. 13 ut wc were as children, who 
sec not into the future. Those unwise ones, who 
should be silent in council, were allowed to lead the 
nation ; and now we are a broken people, our pahs 
.ire burned with fire. Our lands are taken, our sons 
are dead, also our high chiefs. If we had listened 
to the pihopa, to the Mikonaree, to Kawana, Mori 
flrey, these things would not have come to pass. 
My .saying to you, O people, is to show honour 
to the pihijpa and liis maun, and so w’ill it be 
well with you, with all of us, and our children’s 
children." 

Here he advanced, and motioning to one of the 
seniors who carried his greenstone tuere, an emblem 
always of honour and authoritj', he made a gesture 
of humility and handed it to the bishop, who, receiving 
it, .shook hands warmly with the old warrior and his 
aged companions. At this moment Mr. Summers 
gave out the Hundredth Iksalm, which the whole con¬ 
gregation took up and sang with wonderful fervour 
and correctness, many of the voices being rich and 
expressive. At the close, the bishop, raising his 
hand, solemnly pronounced the benediction, and the 
congregation slowly departed. 

z 
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“ What a wonderful scene ! ” said Hypatia to Mrs. 
.Summers, as she and the two children walked slowly 
after the bishoi) and her husband. " I feel certain 
that they n ill not believe it in England, when I write 
and tell them what interest the.se people showed in 
the service. There was none of the yawning or 
irreverence that one often .sees in a village church 
there. 1 low they hung upon the bishop’s words ! 1 

could understand a good deal, but not all. It is a 
line language, too, and by no means difficult to 
learn." 

Didn't old Tupa-roa talk w ell, mother 1 " said the 
eldest girl, ;i fair-haired Sa.Non-looking child, the ro.se 
bloom of who.se cheeks did justice to the temperate 
rlimati'. " lie looked veiy^ fierce, too. when he sjjoke 
about the war, his sons, and the chiefs, all juatc, niak. 
matK' 

“ I thought it ine.\iiressibl)- mournful,’ said I Ij patia, 
■' The aged veteran, a war-chief, I supixise, in his time, 
grieving over his bnjken tribe and ruined laml. Own¬ 
ing, too, that if wi.se councils had i)revaileil all might 
have been avoided." 

•‘He was a great chief onc:e. ' said the little girl. 
"Old Ta])aia told me that he used to kill people, ami 
eat them too. Wasn't ti'.at horrid Hut he has been 
good for a long time, hasn't he.’" 

‘'^h)U mustn't believe all that Tapaia tells you,’’ 
said Mrs. Summers ; "and you know I cion't like y(ju 
to talk to the old women, onl\' to Hiraka, who is sure 
to tell you nothing f(K)lish, You monkeys can chatter 
Maori as well as any child in the kainga. I think I 
must forbid t’ou gr)ing there at all.” 

“ Oh, mother, 1 w ill be good, and never talk to 
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the old women, if you will let me go sometimes. The 
children are .so funny, and they plaj’ such nice games. 
One is ju.st like our cat’s cradle. " 

•‘You can gt), my dear child, when I am with you, 
or Mi.ss Tollemachc, but not by younself And now 
it must be nearly tea-time, so let us get home. 'I'he 
bishop nil! le.ive us at sunrise, I know.” 

That evening, with its homelj- me.tl, was long 
remembered fry Hypatia. The ([uiet converse con- 
timicd far into the niglU with l\Ir. and Mrs. Summers. 
Hven, moreover, a .slunt private conversation uhich 
the g(x)i:l bishoj) fouiul time to arrange with her sank 
deeply into her he,art, 

lia\ing (|iiestioned her kintily but closel}' as to 
her motives for lea\’ing her friends, and taking U]) 
the hard, unUnel)-, i)ossibiy dangerous, vocation she 
had ailopted, he warned her ag.ainst mistaking' a 
transient preference—the novelty of a mission to the 
heathen—for tin: Hivine suiniiKais. 

" 1 do )-ou full justice, my di-ar child.” said he ; 
" )ani are devoting yourself to the noblest earthly 
duty, but I feel it right to warn you that, though tint 
w.ir must be nearing, its (lose, there may la^ even 
greater dangers in store for isolated households sia.h 
as this, l iven after the (.'(dlapse of the hostile tribes, 
there may be deesperate bands ro.amiug the country, 
seeking by plunder and outrage to avenge the down- 
lall of their race. 1 have warned Cyril, and have 
counselled him, on the first rumour of such horrors, to 
remove his household to Auckland, and, e\en as I 
would do in the case of rny' own daughter, I have 
urged him to send you to the jtrotection of any friends 
you may have in New Zealand ‘ until this tyranny be 
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overpast.’ Weigh my words well, and may God give 
you power to choose aright.” 

“ I cannot fully cxpre.ss my deep gratitude, my 
lord, for the honour you have done me, and the 
interest you have taken in my welfare. That I did 
not devote my.sclf to mis.sion work without carne.st 
and prayerful thought, your lordship may rest assured. 
I counted the cost beforehand, and now I cannot 
dream of de.serting my colours, .so to speak. You 
will not think that I am quite de.stitute of priulence. 
I shall accept the decision of my dear friend and her 
husband. If they think it imperative to retreat in 
the face of too evident danger, I .shall accom])any 
them. But as long as they remain, whatever may 
be the dis<iuicling rumours, I .shall be found at their 
side. ' Akc, (dr, (dr,' as the men at Orakau saitl. We 
must not let the Maoris have all the glory on their 
side. ” 

The bishop smiled as .she used the historical words 
of the unconquered garrison, but could iK)t forbear 
g.izing with admiration at the high-souled maiden, as 
she sttK)d with upraised head and flashing eyes before 
him : a marvel of classic beauty, embodying all the 
nobility of form and feature which ])ainters. and 
sculptors have from the earliest ages loved to depict 
—an emblem of matchless womanhood devoted to a 
lofty ideal. 

" We are all in God's hamls,” he said softly. " Let 
Him do what .scemeth to Him good. May He bless 
and protect you, my child, and all who arc of this 
hou.seholil to-night.” 

Stars were contending with the rain-clouds of a 
stormy dawn as H\-patia drew back the curtain from 
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the window of her bedroom and looked out. She saw 
the bishoj) come forth from the guest-room at the end 
of the verandali. wrapjied in his cloak. lie handed 
his vali.se to the Maori attendant, Koihua, who stood 
motionless at the foot of an Mnglish elm tree, and 
with staff in hand set forth on the 'I'auranga road 
with the free stcj) and elastic .stride of a trained 
j)cde.strian. Once, and once only, at the first turn in 
the winding path did he look back for an instant, and, 
noting H)’patia‘s face at the window, waved his hat 
in token of farewell, and disappeared in the w oodland. 
There were tears in Hyp.atia’s eyes, springing from a 
sentiment she could hardly anal}/.(.'. as .she turned 
from the casement. 



CHAPTER XV 

Orakau was abandoned. The Gate Pah had been 
lost and won. It had also been avenged at Tc Ranga, 
where a hundred and twenty Ngaiterangi warriors la\’ 
dead in the trenches, and the 43rd had full ntn for 
the slaughter of their officers and comrades. With 
few exceptions, all the high chiefs were among tlie 
slain. The boa.stful Rawiri, the chivalrous Te Oriori, 
the Christian convert Henare Taratoa, had fought 
their last fight. Gn the body of the latter was fouml 
a letter in the native language, and the text, “If thine 
enemy hunger, giv'e him food ; if he thirst, give him 
water.” 

Orakau was the I'loddcn of tlic Maori nation. 
As the fugitives from the blood-stained pah trooped 
across the fords of the Puniu on the night succeeding 
the fight, the parallel may well have occurred to Sir 
Walter Scott’s countrj-men, so many of whom have 
adopted New Zealand as their home. 

" Tweed’s echoes heard the ceaseless splash, 

While many a broken band, 
nisordered through her currents dash. 

To gain the Scottish land.” 

'ilic war was practically over after the fall of Te 
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Ranga. The turbulent Waikato tribes had lo.st tlicir 
high chiefs, their bravest young men. The flower of 
the land of Maui lay low. The universal wail rose 
high in a hundred kaingas. Taught by bitter experi¬ 
ence, the more intelligent natives had arrived at the 
conclusion that the resistless pakeha mu.st be obej-ed. 
His soldiers and his sailors, his volunteers and his 
allies (leading tribes of their own blood), his guns and 
his mortars, were all too i>owcrful. Their chiefs who 
hatl visited hniglnnd and .seen the might of Britain 
had told them as much before. But, strong in the 
pride of their own power and the oracles of the 
rohungns, they did not believe it. Now' it was too 
plain to be disputed. Defeat was written in the 
burned and disabled pahs, in the mined farms, in the 
confiscated lands of their ancestors, which lhe>' had 
no power to redeem. This, however, was in strict 
accordance with Maori usage, with the law and custom 
of Rauparaha, of Ilongi Ika, of Te Waharoa, those 
ruthless conquerors and their ancestors who had 
ravaged and annexed the lands of tribal foes from 
time immemorial. Vf I'ii'tis was one of the olde.st 
of human laws. It was theirs also. One grim feature 
of a returning and successful expedition, the train of 
downcast or weeping slaves, driven along with blows 
and shfiuts of derision, was wanting in this camjjaign. 
No heads of chiefs or warriors were tossed out or 
stuck on poles as village after village was passed. No 
bound captive was handed over to the relations of the 
fallen for slow and dreadful torture. On the contrary, 
all the combatants, save those convicted of murder or 
outrage, were dismi-s.sed to their homes, while their 
wounded were tended in the hospitals of these 
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strangely constituted pakehas with the same care and 
skilfulness as their own. 

At Te Ranga was the last stand made by the 
Maori for the possession of the lands of his fore¬ 
fathers. No more might he roam whither he would 
by river and mountain, by lake, shore, or forest .stream. 
The white man’s axe rang ceaselessly in his ancient 
woodlands ; the white man's fields, his crops and fence.s, 
raised barriers to free untrammelled wanderings from 
sea to sea. Only in allotted districts, marked out by 
the white surveyor, would he be permitted to live out 
his life. Even there, the white man’s school, the white 
man’s church, the white man’s policeman, would be 
always w'ith him. In the place of the chief who 
administered justice and delivered sentence without 
remon.strancc, without appeal, there sat the white 
man’s magi.strate, hearing evidence which he did not 
always understand, fining and imprisoning for offences 
against laws of which they had neither experience 
nor comprehension. 

This was the state of matters to which the Maori 
nation had come in the opinion of the older men of 
the tribes, and not a few of the younger warriors who. 
had never quite given in their adhesion to the rule 
of the stranger. Haughty and tameless as a race, 
show'ing by a thousand instances their preference for 
death before dishonour, such was their state of feeling 
at this time, that had there been any other land 
available, they would probably have trooped away in 
one great migration like the Moors out of Spain, 
there to learn to forget their hopes and feays, their 
triumphs and their despair, far from the snow- 
* crowned ranges, the rushing rivers, the fertile valleys. 
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and fire-breathing mountains of their owti loved 
land. 

On the whole, perhaps, it was as well for them, 
^nd by no means to the injury of the usurping pakeha, 
that the ever-girdling sea forbade a national exodus. 
Stern foe as the Briton has ever been while the fight¬ 
ing lasts, he is the most ju.st and merciful of the 
world’s conquerors. Of the great Roman, when the 
sandals of his legions trod over the prostrate peoples 
of the inhabited earth, it is recorded that he permitted 
them such personal and civic liberty as they had 
rarely enjoyed under their own rulers. Still, the 
j^rivilege and boast of uttering the magical words, 
Ch'is Romanns sum, had to be paid for largel)', as in 
the Apostle Paul's cdse. More liberal .still, the Briton 
presents his beaten foe with the pricele.ss gift of his 
equal laws, his equal suffrage. The mgis is thence¬ 
forth held over him, as of a blood-brother and a peer, 
a citizen of that v\'orld-wide empire scarce arrested by 
the poles, which rules and guards by its laws so large 
a proportion of the inhabitants of our planet. 

• »»«»« 

While the high contracting parties were .settling 
important points to be observed in the treaty, now 
nece.ssary after the unconditional surrender made in 
person by, and signed by, Wirirnu Tamehana Te 
Waharoa, the interests of private persons had their 
oiywrtunity of consideration. In the ranks of the 
Forest Rangers doubts were still expres.sed respecting 
the fate of one Roland Massinger, reported missing 
since the affair of the Gate Pah. 

Slyde and Warwick were lying in hospital, .severely 
wounded, still too weak to undertake personal search. 
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Warwick, who wa.s near him when he fell, had 
information to give which, if it accounted for his 
wound.s, was calculated to inspire doubts concerning 
his safety. 

“ 1 Ic was shot from behind,” he said. “ I am as 
certain of it as that I lie here ; it was the act of that 
skulking .scoundrel Ngarara. I was near him at the 
time. Von Tempsky himself was hardly a foot in 
front of him as he was trying to spring on to the 
parapet, when I heard a shot behind us on the right 
(lank. Mind, the troops were standing forward for a 
bayonet charge, and the covering volleys were on the 
left flank. It surpri.sed me, .so that I looked round ; 
there I saw a band of the Ngapuhi that had dashed 
uj) in advance of the main boily. Sheltering himself 
behind a tree, I saw Ngarara. He had mi.ssed the 
first time, but had reloaded. I caught sight of his 
face for a moment as the second report came, and 
Mr. Massinger fell forward on his face. Before I 
could turn towards him I w.as knocked over by a 
bullet from a rifle-i)it. and knew no more. But a 
ranger who wa.s close to me at the time, and helped 
to carry me to the rear, heard Mannering shout out 
an order, ui)on which several of the Maketu men clo.sed 
round Massinger and carried him off. Following 
them u]), he was sure that he saw two women. These 
he didn't recognize.” 

“ Shouldn't wonder if one of them was the girl 
he was philandering with at the Terraces. Heard she 
was with her father’s hapu. Princess and wounded 
knight busine.ss. Turn up all safe by-and-by. ” 

"I’m not .so .sure,” mu.sed 'Warwick. “He's a 
treacherous dog, that Nganara. He’ll have another 
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try jjefore he gives in—unless the chief shoots him, 
which he's verj' likely to do, on sight." 

‘‘Summary ju.stice," said Mr. Sl)'de. "Points in 
savage life, after all. Come to think.” 

" I sd'V him do it once," sail! Warwick. “ 1 was 
a boy then. He .shot a Maori dead who had helped 
to murder a white man before the fellow’s friends.” 

“ What did the tribe .sa\^ 1" 

"Nothing—though there were manj- of the man's 
relations present. The}' knew he was in the wrong. 
Besides, the act was that of a chief. That means a 
good (leal in this countr}-.” 

" Seems it does. Power in the land. Must look up 
one with an eligible daughter. A hundred thousand 
.'teres of the Waik.-ito land would be a snug dow'i'}’. 
Li\e like a baron of the Middle Ages. No more 
beastly reports to write. Tell my directors to go to 
the reinga.” 

"ilow long is it before the doctor says we shall 
be fit to travel .’ ” said Warwick, wandering from the 
})oint. 

■'Three weeks at farthest. 1 vote we go on the 
scout for Massinger. Can't lea\’e him in the tents of 
the what.syname.s—Amorites or something. Dance at 
his wedding if we can do nothing el.se." 

'■ I'll .see it out,” said Warwick. 

■'So we will, dear boy," said Mr. Slyde. "Have 
Ngarara's scalp. Revi\al of ancient customs. Must 
have rational amusement now' the war's over." 

What did really hajjpen to Massinger was thi.s. 
He felt himself struck under the right shoulder from 
behind by a hard blow as from a stone, such being 
the sensation of a bullet-tvound from undoubted 
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personal evidence. Before he had turned round to 
see who had given him .such a hurt, he felt a queer 
faintne.s.s, and noticed a stream of blood running 
down his breast, while the evil face of Ngarara, lit 
up with revengeful triumph, glared at him, partly 
covered by a huge kawaka tree. 

Before he could combine the concrete and the 
abstract .sufficiently to formulate a theor>% “ darkness 
covered his eyes,” and a sudden death rehearsal was 
in full operation. 

When he recovered his .senses, the night was so 
far advanced that he glanced upward to the stars 
with a half-conscious, wondering doubt as to his 
condition and circumstances. t)n a rude litter, formed 
of branches and twisted flax-, the bed of grass and 
fern-leaves beneath him being by no means uncom¬ 
fortable, he was moving slowly along a forest path, 
on which four bearers were trying to carry him as 
smoothly as circumstances would admit of. Two 
women in native dress walked in front, in one of 
whom, ns she stopped to speak a word to the bearers, 
he had no difficulty in recognizing Krena. 

After an answering sentence from the bearer 
nearest him. she held up her hand, and the little 
party halted. Coming close to his head, which he 
was as yet unable to raise, she looked anxiously in 
his face, and in softest accents said— 

“You have awakened.” 

The loss of blood had been great, but by some 
.styptic know-n to the natives, a people much acquainted 
with wounds of all degree of severity, it had been 
arre.sted. He tried to sj5eak; a faint inarticulate 
murmur was all the reply he could furnish. He raised 
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himself; but the effort was too painful, and again he 
became unconscious. 

When he awoke once more he was aware that 
locomotion had ceased, and that he was lying upon 
a couch covered with mats. All was darkness, with 
the exception of flickering gleams thrown from a fire 
which was lighted at the entrance of the vault or 
cave in which he was lodged. Becoming more used 
to the dim uncertain light, he di.sccrned the limestone 
walls and roof, which were festooned with stalactites 
in all sorts of fantastic, delicate shapes. There was 
a sound as of falling water, so that the difficulty of 
assuaging thirst would not be among the ])rivations 
suffered by the inmates of this singular retreat. After 
a while he was'relieved by the ap]:)carancc of his gocai 
angel, as he felt impelled to call her. 

Tell me," he said, “ how has all this come to pass ? 

I am anxious to hear about the fall of the Gate Ball, 
and the way I have been removed t(j this jilace.” 

"I knew," she said, bending over him with the 
frank tenderness of a woman who loves passionately, 
and dcxis not fear to di,sguise the fact, “that if you 
remained longer where you fell you would stand a 
chance of being tomahawked, if not worse treated. 
My father gave the order for yf)u to be carried off, 
anti at the same time signed to me that I and my 
cousin Kiria were to accompany you. The cave in 
which you find yourself is only known to our hapu, 
and has always been regarded as being impenetrable 
to any one not acquainted with the secret ajiproach.” 

“ But it was evident to me,” .said he, “ that I was 
shot tlirough the body. How was the flow of bl(K>d 
stopixid, and the wound found not to be dangerous ? ” 
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" \Vc were told," she said, “ that it was not mortal 
by a well-known tohnnga of our tribe, who has been 
left a stage behind. He will be here to-morrow, and 
is a medicine-man of some repute, I can assure you. 
He applied a styptic, which was successful, and found 
that the bullet-wound, though it had grazed tlie Ivjng. 
would not be dangerous, though hard to heal.’’ 

“ I owe everything to you, dearest Erena,’’ he 
said, pressing the hand which lay nearest to him ; 
"and the life you have saved is yours for ever. If I 
come .scatheless out of this war, you will have ikj 
reason to doubt my gratitude. 1 low shall I ever 
ri:pay you ’ 

‘‘It is only bx) easy to d(j so." she said, as she 
gazed at him with eyes that glowed with all the 
intensity of a woman's love, for the first time awakened 
in that ])as.sionale nature. " Hut you must not talk 
<.)f gratitude,” she continued, with a smile, “ or I 
shall begin to doubt whether you love me as love 
- in life, in death, to the grave, and beyond it. ’ 

As she spijke, she wound her arms tenderly around 
him, and, kissing him upon the forehead, ha.stily left 
the cave. 

When she rcap[)eared, t.-ringing such food as the 
natives had been able to secure, she said— 

" Now you must eat alt you can, and grow strong, 
as the .sooner we leave this ‘ Lizard's Cave,’ as it is 
called, and get back to my father, the better. I know 
that he will make for Rotorua as soon as the fighting 
is over.” 

“ Tell me about the Gate Pah,” he said. ‘‘ Our 
men w ere falling fa.st, were they not ? ” 

“ Indeed, yes. Nearly all the officers were killed 
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or mortally wounded in less than a (juartcr of an 
hour. Colonel Booth died next day ; the captains of 
the 43rd were all killed, besides naval and volunteer 
officers. The natives had determined to retreat by 
the rear of the pah, but suddenly found themselves 
met by a detachment of the 43rd. They rushed back, 
and, mingling; with the soldiers, were taken b)' them for 
altlaori reinforcement. Some one calleil out " Retreat! ” 
and the troojis, having no officers, were seized with a 
])anic, made a runaway—what you call a rout of it," 

Massinger groaned. “ Who could have imagined 
it! Such a regiment as the 43rd ! Think what 
they did in the reninsular war ! Such things will 
hajipen from time to time. Why didn’t they s/iim' 
them out" 

•'That was what my father and Waka Nenc said. 
They were surrounded. They had no water, and only 
raw [lotatoes to eat. In a few days they must have 
given in. In lleke's war Colonel Dcsjiard made just 
the same mi.stake. My father and Mr. W'aterton were 
there." 

" Tell me about it." 

" W'ell, of course it was long, long ago—in 1X45 , 
but I heard my father tell it once, and never forgot 
it. ^Mu heard of the Chaieawa I’ah, and how tile 
troo])s were repulsed then i" " 

■■ Yes ; I read some account of it." 

" It was like this fight. The pah was strongly 
defended, and the colonel said he would take it by 
a.s.sault. My father and Mr, Waterton were fighting 
along with the Ngapuhi under the chief Waka Nerie. 
They came to the colonel, and my father said, 

‘ Colonel Despard, if you are going to try to take the 
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pah by as.sault before you make a breach—«md you 
have no artillery heavy enough—I consider it amounts 
to the murder of your men, and it is my duty to tell 
you .so. The chief Waka Nene is of the same opinion.’ 

‘‘' What does he know of the science of war ? ’ said 
the colonel, angrily. 

“ ‘ More than >'ou do—that is, of Maori war,’ said 
my father. 

‘“How dare you talk to me like that .^ ’ said the 
colonel, now very angry. ‘ I have a great mind to 
have you arrested.’ 

“ ' What tloes the pakeha rangatira sa>' ? ’ inquired 
None of Mr. Waterton, as he saw that something 
serious was likely to haj)i)en. 

“ ‘ He .says he will arrest us,' said Mr. Waterton. 

" Upon this the chief walked forw'ard, and, looking 
in the colonel's face, placed an arm on either of their 
shoulders. Then he .said quietly— 

“ ‘ The.se arc my pakehas. You must not touch 
them ; ’ and he looked round to his tribe, drawn up 
rank by rank at the foot of the hill." 

"“Well, and what hapjx^ned " 

“ The colonel turned away and said no more. 
'Ihe Ngapuhi tribe were ioyal to the ICnglish, and 
have been ever since. They would never have con¬ 
quered Hcke without them. ’ 

•• So he did attack the pah ” 

“Ye.s—by bad fortune. The old chief drew'his 

men off. and would not join in the assault. The 
soldiers and sailors, akso the volunteers, tried to Storm 
the pah. but were beaten back with dreadful loss. 
Many were killed, and some taken prisoners. The 
natives left the pah the next night, but it was a boast 
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of Hekfc tribe for years after that they had beaten 
back a pakclia regiment of renown, and that sorne 
day, if all the tribes would unite, they would drive 
the whites into the sea.’’ 

•• It was well for us that they tlid not unite, by all 
accounts,” said Massinger; "for their numbers were 
greater than ours then bj’ many thousands. Now it 
is the other way, and unless they make peace their 
doom is .sealed.” 

“ You must not talk any more," said lirena, with 
[jlayful authority. “ Okl 'J'iro-hanga will come u]) to- 
mcjrro-.v, .uid then he will .,ay if )'ou can be movetl. 
You h.'id better try and g(.i to sKs.-p." 

h 41 « at • » 

The war w.is now virtually over. 'J'he Waikato 
tribes arul their allies, the Nga-tiawa and the Ngati- 
haua, h;id surrenderetl unconilitionall)-. The wounded 
warriors. .Slyde and Warw ick, were in a condition to 
be inoveil to .Auckland, where rest and coinhjrt awaited 
them. The military surgeon, in reletising them from 
camp (]U,irters ami fare, advised them to take advantage 
of all the comforts of civilization, which he believed 
would effect a more si)eedy cure than any of the 
rc.sources of his profession. 

•• You’ve had a narrow sluive, both of yrnt." he 
said — “ particularly Warwick. When I .saw liiin first, 
I hardly thought he was worth carrying to the rear. 
We were short of bearers, too ; not like tho.se infernal 
natives who have so many women aljout, fuU <>f yAuck, 
and, handier than the men for tliat matter. Hy-the- 
b)’, what's become of lliat young fiicncl of yours It's 
rumoured that the Xgapuhi carried liiin off. Jicautifui 
daughter, ami so on. Romantic— \cry.‘' 

2 A 
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■■ Odd thing. Don’t know where he is,” .said Mr. 
Slyde. *' Warwick here means to go on the scout as soon 
as his bles.scd wound heals. We’re getting anxious.” 

“ I’m not,” said Warwick. " Depend on it, if 
lirena Mannering has him in charge, no harm will 
come to him. Not a man of the Ngapuhi but would 
die in his defence, alwajs e.xcepting that brute 
Ngarara. We don't know who were killed at Orakau 
and who got away )'et. As long as he's above ground 
neither Massinger nor Krena are safe.” 

“.Seems badly managed, don't it," yawned Mr. 
Slyde, ■' when so many .1 good fellow has gone down, 
that reptile should esca])c 1 lope for the Ircst, how¬ 
ever I'cel inclined to help Providence the next time 
we meet. Awful sleepy work this recovery business. 

1 must turn in." 

Some anxiety might have been s]>ared to his 
friends if they could have beheld Mr. Ma.ssingcr at 
the moment of their solicitude. The sun was declin¬ 
ing ; the shimmering plain of Rotorua lake lay calm 
and still, save for a lazy rij)ple on the beach below 
the room wherein the uoundetl man la\, on a couch 
covered with mats of the finest texture. Reside him 
sat Rrena, regarding him from lime to time with that 
rapt and earnest gaze which a woman only bestows 
on the man she loves or the child of her bo.som. He 
had rallied since the first days of his wound, but the 
pallor of his countenance, and his evident weakness, 
told tho.se of experience in gunshot wounds that the 
progress of recovery had been arrested. In such a 
ca.se the lianger is worse, .say the authorities, than in 
the first loss of bkx>d and organic injury. The patient 
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moved as if to raise himself, but desisted, as if such 
effort uerc beyond him. 

“I cannot think," he said, "why I do not gain 
strength. 1 do not seem to havt; improved in the 
least ; rather the other waj'. I wonder if there is 
;iny injury v\e don't know of.' 

Pray God there is not ! ' she said, bending over 
him. and bathing his forchearl. " My father says he 
never knew tjk! Tiro-hanga’s medical knowledge to 
fail. He s.i)'s jou only want time to be as well as 
ever. I low in.'in\' wounds has he not rcc<.)vered from " 

‘‘I sill add be more than willing to believe him," 
said the sick man. " Put why :im I .so wretchedly 
weak I feel as if I would like to die and be done 
with it, if I am to lie here for weeks and months. 
But 1 am a beast to comi)lain. after all your goodness, 
child, ' he went on to sa)’, as the girl's eyes fdled with 
tears. " I’lesise forgive me ; f ;im weak in mind as 
well as bod)’." 

' Is my love nothing to you " she crier', with 
suddem ])assion, "My life, my lifr:--f(jr it hangs on 
\’ours If you die, I liic also. I swear 1 w ill follow 
\ou to the reinga, as my mother woukl li.’iv'e saiti. 1 
will not remain behind. Do not tloubt of that." 

/\s she s])oke she moved nearer to Ins couch, and, 
lhrr)U'ing herself on her knees at his side, trsik liis 
liand in both of hers, and, bow ing her face uprai his 
brca.st. bur.st into a tempest of .sob.s, which shrxik 
ever)' portion of her frame. 

Massinger, touched and partly alarmed by her grief 
tried by all the means in hi.s power to scxrthc her, 
.smoothing her abundant hair the while, ;i.s it flowed 
over him in a cascade of rippling wavelets. 
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“ My (larlin<{, my darling!" he said, " I owe my 
life to you, and it shall he siient in proving my love 
and devotion. 'Nhui must not desiiair, you who are 
so brave. 1 am ;ifraid you .are not an Ariki, after 
all, but on)}- a uoman—the best, the bravest, the 
dearest, in the workl. This is onlv' a j)assing faint- 
nc.ss. We sh.dl live to spend man}' a glad year 
together,' 

■■ It is ! who am weak,” she said, lifting her tear- 
.stained face, ;ind essaying to smile as she drew back the 
long silken tres.ses from her brow. ■' .Something seemed 
at that moment to warn me tlnit I shf)uld never live 
to claim }-our love. 1 havi; often fell it. Hut, ifjvwp 
life is spared for long \'ears to come, I shall not mourn. 
No, no ! But you will never forget your jvoor ICrenti, 
who lov'ed you—Inveil, )’e.s, you will never know how 
much !" 

As she spoke her la.st words, she ro.se to her feet, 
(rres-sevl one lingering, ])assionate kiss upon his fore- 
hciul, and was gone. 

With the dawn the tohunga arrived. This 
important and mysterious jrersonage, of which one 
was always to be found in the larger sections of a 
tribe, combined the offices of priest and sorcerer with 
the more jrractical jirofession of the jihysician. Un- 
iiucstionabl)-, his knowledge of simjiles and general 
surgeiy was far from de.spicable. B}- incantations 
and sjrells, it was thought in the tribe that he had 
foreknowledge of the death or otherwise of his patients. 
As a sooth.saycr he h;id n<.iw used the powerful spell 
of the " withered twigs, ' Chanting a karah'a, with a 
sudden jerk he broke off from the tree two of equal 
size and length. The piece he held in his left hand 
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siia|jj)ed off short. The longer twig remained in liis 
right. 

“The pakeha will not die," he exclaimed, "M\’ 
art has saved him. It will be good ft>r the Ngapuhi 
tribe, and for the maiden Mrena, whose mother I so 
much loved." 

Arriving at the couch of the stricken pakeha, he 
hjoketl ujion him with soUnnn and mysterious regaril. 
1 le felt his pulse, aiul minutely scrutinized the cicatrice 
of the newly healed wnund. Meanwhile the eyes of 
the girl, dilatei.1 with terror and an.xiet)’, watched his 
inscrutable countenance, as tlie iriotlier of the sick 
child in more conventional abodes fi.xes lum ga/.e on 
the ph_\'sician. whose wortls contain the issues of life 
or death. 

“Speak, () Tiro-hang.i! Sas whether he will die 
-ainl I also. ()ne word will serve for both." 

I'he tohunga ])laced his hand u])on the shoulder 
of tht^ excited girl, whose every nerve seemed (|uiver- 
ing, as if the tension of mind ami body h.id exhau.sterl 
the limit of human luidur.tnce. 

“ .\s you are, so w as your mother in her youth,” he 
saitl, sjieaking with deei> thougji restrained feeling 
in the M.iori tongue; “in those days when the tall 
[)akeha rangatira c.ame If) I loki.inga from Maketu— 
he wluise arm was strong as the lancewood of the hill¬ 
side, and whose coun.se! was wise in the day of battle. 
I would have killed him, though my own life was 
forfeit, had ! not seen that H/c" woiiki follow him to 
the rcinga. Hut I could not cause a hair of her head 
to be harmed, such was my bondage tf> her niivta. 
And you, O pakeha, w ill 1 save, likewise, for her .sake. 
Comfort yourself, () Ercna ; the pakeha will not die.” 
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“ Is it so Truly do you say it ? ” almost gasped 
the frenzied maid. “ Is there anything more that we 
can do } Have you the healing medicine for him 

“ I will ])rcparc the bitter draught for him—that 
draught whicli will bring a man back to life, though 
the jaws of death were closing over him," said the 
tohunga. " Wlien the sun is high, a change will come 
upon him." 

Are \'ou sure 1 Are you indeed aware that he 
will begin to gain strength ” she asked eagerly. “ Me 
has been so terribly weak, and was beginning to lo.se 
heart." 

'• Did the daughter of the Toa-rangatira ever know 
my saying to ])rove falsC " asked the priest, haughtily. 

“Oh, no—no!" she rejoined hastily. "But tell 
me more. .Shall we be able to carry him to the homes 
of his jieople ? And .shall we be happy afterwards ? ” 

" I see," said the sage—“I see the pakeha stand¬ 
ing among his people ; he is well ; he is hapjty ; joy 
is in his face—in his voice. But there is blood- 
blood tbr(jugh it. 1 can sec no more. There is a 
mist—a darkness. The future is hidden from me." 

"A bad omen," said the girl, sadly. "You sasv 
bl(X)d, D Tiro-hanga! But I care not for myself, so 
that //e be safe and unharmed." 

" Such is the woman wholovc.s," mu.sed the tohunga, 
as he stalked moodily towards the shore of the lake— 
“ of whatever colour or race, in the old days as well 
as in this present time, when chiefs are falling like 
withered leaves, and the pakeha drives the tribes to 
their death, as the wild-fowl on the warm lakes. And 
what cares she if the whole island is delivered to the 
.stranger, and we become his slaves All her thought 



is for the recover)^ of this pakeha, whom, till ten 
m(x>ns since, she never set eyes ujwn." 

With this moral reflection concerning the ‘•eternal 
feminine,” the substance of which has been .stateti by 
less recent philosophers, the maf^ician of the jK-rioii 
betook him.self to the raupo whare set apart for him, 
where he remained long in deepest meditation, none 
of the humbler members of the tribe daring to 
disturb him. 

He stayed till the close of the following day, to 
watch the effect of his potion, and finding that 
Massinger professed him.self unaccountably improved 
in mind and bod)-, directed that in three days the 
patient should commence his joumey to the Oropi 
mi.ssionary' settlement, and dejiarted my.slcriousiy as 
he had arrived. 

The da\- was drawing to a close when a cry from 
one of the Maori cfin verts at the mi.ssion station of Oropi 
informed the inmates of the apjiroach of strangers. 
Cyril .Summers and his hou.schold still clung to their 
lodge in the wilderness, in s[)ite of the disquieting 
rumours th.at evil was abroad, that murder and out¬ 
rage were still possible. As a matter of hi.stor)', it has 
always been stated that, even after the official surrender 
of an enemy, and the disbandment of trwp.s, guerilla 
bands cajiable of the wildest exces.ses are formed, 
recruited from the more desperate ruffians, whom only 
the stern punishments of martial law could hold down. 
Accustomed to comparative licence, often tacitly con¬ 
doned in time of war, and being—to give them their 
due—often recklessly daring, their offencc.s against dis¬ 
cipline are leniently judged. But when the excitement 
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and the prize.s of the campaign have been re¬ 
moved, the period of enforced repose often appears to 
the restless warrior of either .side a .season e.specially 
arranged for tlic payment of out.standing grudges, or 
the plunder of isolated homcstead.s. To the malevolent 
and treacherous Ngarara, devoured with jealousy of 
the pakcha preferred before him, it ai>peared as though 
the demons of wrath and revenge, wor,shii)])cd by his 
ancestors, had delivered his rival into his hands. In¬ 
furiated at hearing of his removal and partial recovery, 
he had, by means of spies and kinsfolk, kept himself 
well informed of ICrena's movements. ]*'earing that 
the wounded soldier would be withdrawn from his 
pf)Wers of injury, he resolves.! u]x>n a bold stroke, by 
which he ce)uld free himself of his rival, and po.s.sess 
himself of the girl, for whom he was but tex) willing 
to sacrifice life itself. 

llyiiatia, ever alert to encounter the day’s labours 
or ativentures, had been the first to hear the announce¬ 
ment of the arri\'al. With IMr. Summers, she walked 
towards the small party which, emerging from the 
forest, came slowly along the jiath to the homestead. 

These are strangers," .said he, looking earnestly 
at the lortc'gt'. " Ihree or four women, not more 
than a dozen men, and some one. either weak or 
wounded, carrietl in a litter. Who can they be.’ To 
what tribe do they belong?" he asked of the Maori 
servant woman who had followed them. 

I^igainihi," said .she confidently. " Rotorua nativc.s, 
some of them, going to the coast with sick man." 

"Who is the girl walking by the litter?" asked 
Hytiatia, with cjuickened interest. “She is taller than 
the other women." 
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•' Most like Krena Manncring;. Not sure ; but walk 
like her. Malf-caste she i.s, daughter of war-chief. 
I’akeha rangatira, belong to tribe all the .same.” 

“Now, I wonder if this cari lie Lieutenant Mas¬ 
singer.’” said Summers. “He has not been .seen 
.since the Gate Ibdi affair. This ITena Mannering was 
rejiortcd to have carried him off, when he fell figliting 
bravely beside Von Temiisk)-. His jilace of refuge- 
may have become insecure ; for that or other reasons 
they in;iv wish to reach the roast.” 

Hypatia made no reply, but, walking quickly with 
her I orniianion, reached the bearers of the invalid, as 
the girl, signing to them to h.alt, accosted Mr. .Summers. 

‘■\h>u are the missionary of Orojii ?" said she, in 
lierfectly good I'.nglish, sjKiken with a puritj- of 
intonation not alwa)s remarked in the colonists of 
jiresiimably higher education. "We are bringing a 
I'orest Ranger who was badly wounded at the (jate 
I’.'ih to the coast. Will ) OU kindly allow us to rest for a 
da}' .’He is very low, and much fatigueti by the. jouriie}'.” 

As she spoke, I I}'])atia fi.ved her eses, with feel¬ 
ings alternating between astonishment iiikl admiration, 
upon this altogether amazing }'oung person. Hre.s.sed, 
or rather drajicd, like the native women who formed 
]i;irt of the escort, without covering to head or feet, 
the simjile attire rather heightened than disguised 
her Ixatuty. Her free and haughty carriage, utterly 
unconscious as she seemed of her unconventional attire, 
the splendour of her glorious eyes, startled Hyiiatia, 
while her graceful pose as she turned to e.xplain the 
situation reminded the Lnglish girl of the .statue of 
Diana w'hich she had seen in the I’itti palace at Rome. 

As the two girls faced each other, with the half- 
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inquiring, half-challenging regard of the partly con¬ 
scious rivals of their sex, they would have formed a 
contrast, rarely met in such completeness, between the 
finished aristocrat of the old world and this wondrous 
embodiment of all the womanly graces, reared amid 
the lonely lakes and wild-wood glades of a far land. 

Alike in beauty, though one possessed the blue 
eyes, the abundant fair hair, the delicate rose-bloom 
of the mcjther isle ; the other the ebon tresses, the 
flashing eyes, burning from time to time with a strange 
lustre alike their classic figures and graceful move¬ 
ment, each might have stood, had there been a 
painter in attendance, as the realization of the glories 
and graces of early womanhood. 

Hypatia took the initiative. “ Of course Mr. 
Summers, all of us indeed, will be too happy to be of 
service in such a sad case. And what is the name of 
the wounded man f I am very pleased to meet you.” 

“And I al.so,” .said the Maori maiden. "You will 
speak to him. will you n<.)tPerhaps you may have 
.seen him before." 

Walking to the litter, a rude but efficient couch, 
Hypatia looked down upon the wounded soldier, 
who tried feebly to raise himself. The wasted form 
and ilrawn features of the sick man startled her, 
while in the bearded face and pallid brow, from which 
he feebly essayed to push back the clustering curls, 
.she almo.st failed to recognize Roland de Massinger. 

For one moment she gazed in horror and dismay, 
then taking his wa.sted hand and bending over his couch, 
the once calm and self-repressed Hypatia Tollemache 
covered her face with her hands and wept like a child. 

"You knov\’ each other," said the fore.st maiden, 
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in a deep low voice. “ I thought perhajxs it might 
be ym —you for who.se sake he came to our unhappy 
land, for who.se sake he now lies, perhaps dying.” 

“ Erena! ” said the sick man. *' what are you 
saying? Surely you are not angry with Miss Tolle- 
mache ? Is it her fault that I loved her once? Let it 
be sufficient that now 1 love you. (live me your hand." 

With a kx>k of ineffable tenderness, she gave her 
hand olMxliently as does a child. 

“Miss Tollemache —Hypatia," he said, ‘‘.she .saved 
my life ; will you not be friends ? " 

A brighter gleam came into the tearful eyes of 
the I'Jigli.sh girl. “ You are more noble than I," she 
said. “ Mis life has been given to you, to save and 
retain. Let us be si.steis.” 

They clasped hands w ith the fervour f)f generous 
youth, ere the passions that rend and ravage have 
tlarkenetl the sjiirit. As their e\’es met. the wounded 
man looked up with a faint smile. 

'I'he state of Massinger's health necessitated more 
than one day's sojcairn at (,'ro])i. However, on the 
following morning a m.irked imi)rovement had taken 
l)lace, .so that it was decided in council that a farther 
stage might be reachctl on the w;i)’ to Tauranga 
after the day's rest. The sufferer had been allotted 
the chief guest-chamber, a mode.st apartment, but 
exquisitely clean, whetice looking forth on the mi.ssion 
garden, the fruit trees and old-fashioned English 
flowers recalled that beloved home-land which he 
had almost despaired of seeing again. ‘ 

At the evening meal Erena, who had caused one 
of her dusky handmaidens to bring from the catnp a 
m>’sterious package, appeared in European costume. 
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Quietly but well dressed according to the fashion of 
the day. it was a revelation to her entertainers and 
1^0 Hypatia to mark the ease and self-possession 
which she i-xhibit(;d in her new part. The soft rich 
voice, the ]>erfect intonation, the rejxjsc of her manner, 
through nhich but ;in occasional flash of emotion 
showed itself; the total absence of gesture which, in 
her other habiliments, seemed natural to her ;—all 
these, as il)'(iatia aiimitted to herself, placed this 
antipodean maiden on a perfect e<|uality with the 
best s])ecimens of lairojjcan society. When together 
they saw to the comfort of their jratient, nothing 
could h.ive .suqta.ssed the good taste and delicacy of 
her ministrations. Without making ]).irade of pro- 
])rietorship in the helpless sufferer, she .assumed the rank 
of liis jitinccc, appearing eijuidl)' confident of her com¬ 
panion's accept,ante of that of friend ;ind well-wisher. 

In the case of m.any other women, her frank trust 
might possitily ha\e been misplaced. But the justice 
and generosity which were the leading finalities of 
Hypatia Tollemache’s nature, rendered her perfectly 
safe as a companion, preckuied b\- every imi>ulse 
from conspiring against her happiness. 

r\s for Mrs. Summers .and her husliand, they were 
completely f.iscinated by her, holding th.at the 
reputation which she enjoyed for beauty aiul intelli¬ 
gence was even less than her due, 

1 fypatia, it may be, in the .seclu.sion of her 
chamber, reflected, as other maidens have been 
known to do, on ircrhap.s the too hasty dismissal of a 
lover ,so bra\'C, .so lo)'al, in every' respect so worthy 
of woman’s holiest devotion. She had. against her 
heart’s inclination, against his fervent appeals, resolved 
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to give her life to the regeneration of the race, to 
the reform of the social system, to the alteration of 
a condition of things which the efforts of saints, 
philosophers, rulers, and pro])hets throughout nearly 
two thousand years had failed materially to change, 
“ Who was she, ” it now seemed to be inquired of lier, 
by an inward voice that would not be stilled," that she 
should presume to ex jiect to move this c(jlos.sal structure, 
so firmly rooteil in the usages of immemorial custom ’’ 

In her first efforts, she had been discouraged anil 
disillusi'iiK'd. In this her second ende.ivour, what 
had she effected ? .As ;i direct ri'sult of her hasty 
.ind inconsiderate action, Massinger had abandoned 
home and friends, rushed away for distraction to this 
ritima Thule, at the \ er)- end of the habitable globe, 
where he was now lying between life and death. 
And, as if that w.as not a suffuientl}' dolorous 
conclusion, his life luu! lieen savisl by the courage 
and devotion of another woman, to whom Jiis f.iith 
was justly, irrevocably pledged. The full bitterne.ss of 
her position was reached, when she acknowledged to 
herself that in her heart of hearts she was now con¬ 
scious of feelings which before she had only suspected. 

But Ilyjiatia Tollemache, strong and decqily .seated 
as were her primal emotions, was no love-sick girl to 
bewail herself over the inevitable; to chafe to morbiil 
unrest against Ife.stiny, that ancient force, which even 
the gods of an earlier wurld were iiowerless to disturb, 
.Vo! "a perfect woman nobly j>lanne<l,’' she accepted 
the blame of her mistaken act, as it now ap])eared to 
iier, and facing, as she had full many a time and oft 
done before, an uncongenial part in h'fe’.s my.sterious 
drama, rc.solved to follow unswervingly the path 
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marked out for her by duty and principle. Wa.s she to 
falter, to fail, because the unexpected had happened ; 
because life’s thorny path had become difficult, well- 
nigh impenetrable“ If thou faint in the day of 
adversity, thy .strength is but .small," said the vvi.sc 
king. More than once in time of trial had .she braced 
up her courage by recalling the warning. Once more 
she looked the conflict of the future firmly in the 
face, and leaving her chamber with fixed re.solvc 
and earnest prayer, felt a renewed confidence in her 
ability to w ithstand, to undergo, whatever trials might 
be in .store for her. 

On the following morning, which had been fixed 
for the departure of the sick man and his attendants, 
it was evident that another day would be required 
for restoring his strength, which had been much drawn 
uixrn by the journey. Me was most anxious to pro¬ 
ceed ; but Mr. .Summers, who was not without .some 
knowledge of medicine, as well as ijractical exjrc- 
rience, distinctly forbade his removal. ‘‘ It would be 
most dangerous,” he asserted ; ” and at least tw enty- 
four hours’ additional rest was rc(iuired l.cforc the 
patient could think of pursuing the journey. ’ Mrs. 
Summers also pleaded wiih lirena, who, though mani¬ 
festly anxious to reach a p'lace of safet)-, consented 
to remain one more d;iy. 

Do you think there is danger ’’ asked her gentle 
hostess. " I thought the war was all over." 

“ The fight at Orakau is over, the last stand at 
Tc .Kanga was made in vain ; but the war i.s .still in 
the hearts of the Waikato and the Ngaitcrangi,” .said 
the Maori girl. “ My father has enemies, and I, even 
I, have those who wish me evil. There is one whom 
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I fear for his sake ” -here she intimated the room 
wherein Massinger lay. "It is hard to know where 
he will .strike.” 

" But do you think he would come here ? ” .said Mrs. 
Summers, turning pale. " We have never done any¬ 
thing but work and teach and pray for the welfare of 
the nativc.s.” 

•' When bkH)d has been once .shed, there is little 
thought of good or evil. And besides the old cu.stom 
of revenge, a new religion has sprung u]) among the 
tribes, called the ‘ I’ai Marire,' They have a false 
prophet, Te Ua, who ]jer,siiades them that the pakehas 
are doomed to destruction. Thc-y also carry about witli 
them the head of an officer of the 57th, whom they .sur- 
jirised at Ahuahu. and perform sacrotl rites around it.” 

"What a dreadful thing!” said Mrs. Summers, 
rapidly approaching a state of terror and amazement. 
" But surely they have always .spared the missionaries.^” 

" The new teaching is that all the missionaries are 
to be killed,” .said tlic girl. " We have heard that 
Mr. Grace has been threatened, and Mr. l•'ullaon's 
hou.se bunted.” 

“But will not the troops protect us.’” urgeii Mrs. 
Summers. •' I thought they n ere quite clo.se now ? " 

'■ Thej- have marched to Te Awamutu. I was 
told so by a native woman ye.stcrda)-,” .said hirena, 

■' She said, besides, that Ngarara, the man who has 
sworn to revenge himself upon Rr.>land. is out with a 
/a»a, or war-party, and may at any time suqtrise us.” 

“ I supijose that is the reason j-ou were .so anxious 
to get on .’" 

“ Partly, yes. And, besides, I did not wish to 
bring trouble on your household. But we mu.st go 
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forward tomorrovN-. and perhaps what I am afraid of 
may never come to pass.” 

The day w as mild and ideasant, though a louring 
sky had jjromised olheru i.se in the early part of the 
morning. Massinger was able to be moved into the 
sitling-nxMn. and there, refre.shed by his morning 
meal and the change of situation, declared that he 
felt strong enough to travel in the afternoon. 

•' W'o have arranged othero ise,” said lucna, with 
a mock assumption of authority. " One day will not 
make much tlifference. I am going to the camp for 
an hour, so I will leave you to the care of .Miss 
Tollemache.” Here she smiled ])la)’ful!y at Ii3-patia, 
who had just entered the room. “ 1 dare sa\' you are 
an.xious to have a talk together." 

“ How trusting aiirl unsuspicious she is!" thought 
I Ij'patia. “ 1 laving once received his troth, she is abso¬ 
lutely sure of his fidelity. She has a noble nature, anrl, 
from me at least, she need not fear any disloyalty." 

Mrs. Summers hail aheadj' left the room. Then 
the man and the maiden who had last met under 
such widely different circumstances in another land, 
were once more free to have speech, undisturbed b^' 
the presence of onlookers. 

Ikit for this forest nymidi, so sweet, so strong, .so 
impossible to condemn, how differently even y-et 
might their romance have ended ! But the knight 
was in the toils of the Oucen of h'aeiy c, and to Klf- 
land he must fare, under pain of death, or transfor¬ 
mation to a being that even she could not recognize. 
A creature false to his ])lighted troth, ungrateful to 
tiic girl who had saved his life at the risk of her own, 
whose love he had won. A* love not transient and 
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fleeting, like so many affected by the women of his 
race, founded ujxm vanity, ambition, greed of wealth 
or rank, but changeless, immortal, strong its death, 
true to the grave, even to the dark realm beyond it. 

Hypatia had jjrobed and purified her heart, and 
she felt, though she loved him now with a force and 
pas.sionate feeling hitherto un.su.s| 3 ectcd, that .she could 
not for worlds have accepted his hand, even had he 
offered it. 

They were now two different ix;ople. She. after 
trial, change, aiul the bitterness of lost illusions, had 
v^owed herself to the life-devotion which succeeds the 
sanguine expectation of might)' work among the 
heathen, lie, the haggard, war-worn soldier, sick unto 
death and .sore wounded—ah! so unlike the trim 
sj)ortsrnan and correctly attired countr)' gentleman of 
the f>ld half-forgotten life. 

He was the first to speak. Slie gazed on him with 
the jritying tenderness (jf WDinanhood shining through 
her troubled eyes. 

“ A .strange meeting. Miss Tc)ilemache, in a strange 
land ! ” he said, with a brave attempt to smile. " Rather 
a change from Hereford here! Who would have 
thought of seeing,re// here, of all ]>cople ? " 

She made haste to reply, lest the unshed tears 
should resi.st all efforts to control them. She would 
have thrown herself on her knees by the side of his 
couch and clasped his wasted hand, had she dare<l 
to give vent to her feelings. Then she sjroke lightly, 
though her mouth quivered with the effort. 

‘‘ Isn’t it hard to say where you may fall in with 
any given man, or woman cither, if it comes to that, 
in these exciting days \ 

2 I! 
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“ Certainly you arc the last person I ever expected 
to see here," he made answer, half musingly. “ In 
New Zealand of all places, and at this particular 
mission .station! ’’ 

“ It is ea.sy of explanation. I was tired of London 
life—disillusioned, if you will. You prophesied it, 
you may remember ; and hearing from my old .school¬ 
fellow, Mary Summers, that she was hard pressed for 
help in her work, took my jia.ssage, and here I am.” 

“ So I see,” he replied gravely. “ And from what 
I have heard lately, I heartily wish that you were 
anywhere else.” 

“ But. surely, if there be danger—and I suppose 
you mean that—-1 have no more right to be shielded 
than another.” 

“Mrs. .Summers, whom 1 deeply respect, has 
followed her husband in the ])ath of a i>lain duty. 
But why you, without ties or adeciuate reason, should 
have volunteered for this forlorn hope, 1 c.annot 
comprehend. It is the personal sacrifice which has a 
charm for some women, I supjKxse,” he went on. 

“ And for some men,” she retorted. “ else why 
.should you be here, wounded almost to the death in 
a (juarrel in which you had no share, and which 1 
believe in my heart you consider unjust. When will 
men come to understand that women differ widely 
among themselves, and are .altracted, even rts they 
are, by novelty anil adventure } " 

“ Mine is only a man's answer, and scarcely logical 
cither, but it is the best 1 have. 1 came to New 
Zealand because 1 could not live in England. Like 
you. I had lost a world of hope, trust, and fond illu¬ 
sion. This war was commenced without my consent 
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or sup(X)rt, but finding myself between two camps, 1 
chose the British one.” 

" It wa,s very natural,” she .said with a sigh. ' Hut 
tell me of yourself. How were you woumled, and 
why did you not remain at the camp ? ” 

“ 1 .should have remained there altogether,” he 
.said, with a flickering smile, “ had it not been for 
Erena and her two cousins. W’e met with a reverse 
at the (iate I’ah, and every man that fell near me was 
tomahawked within two minutes. riutse girls rushed 
in tl'.rougdi a hail of bullets and dragged me into the 
liigh fern, w here I l.iy safely until .some of the .Ngaptihi 
joineil them. The)’ earrieil me to a cav’e onl\' known 
to the tohunga and a. few iiulividiials of llw tribe." 

" .And after that ’ " 

' I found ne.xt moniing tluit the bleeding h;id been 
stopper] and the wound bandagetl. .Since then 1 have 
been terribly weak, but am now recovering slowly, r'eer 
slow l}-. 'i'o-da)’ I fr-el Ijetler than I have done for some 
time ])ast. 1 sh.ill jrick up as soon as we reach the shore." 

“ May tlorl giant it," she re])lied. " If it was througii 
any act of mine that )(iu quitted home and friends, I 
should feel that your Irlood was on my liead. When 
I think of your rmunchition, 1 cannot help rioubting 
whether any woman is worth the s;icrif)ci-. Anri now' 
we must sa)' farr well. \'ou are to leave at rlawn, I 
hear ; so if we aro doomed lu.-ver to meet again, think 
kindly of Hypatia Tollr inache. and believr’ that yon 
have her best wishes, her prayers." 

As .she spoke she held out her hand, which he 
clasped in his ; so thin and wasted was it that the 
tears ro.se to her eyes. He pres.scrl his lips passionately 
to it, and relinquished the slender fingers with a sigh. 
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It Ha.s late when Erena returned. The little 
hou.sehold wa.s a.ssembled at the evening meal when 
she entered the room, and, declining to join the 
repa.st, stood with a countenance troubled and darkly 
lx)ding before .she spoke. So might Cassandra, as 
.she stood before the Trojan host in high-walled Ilion. 

“ Had news ! " slie said abruptly. “ .So bad that 
it could hardly be worse. This Hau-IIau .sect is 
gaining ground. They arc carrying round Captain 
Hoyd's head to stir up the tribes ; they have mur- 
dured Mr. Volkner, and are marching towards the 
coast. No one can tell where they will strike nc-xt." 

The countenances of the women blanched as this 
announcement was made. Mr. Summers, though 
visibly affectcil, preserved his comixrsure, as he 
asked where the dreadful deed toolc place. 

"At Cpotiki," said ICrena. " lie came in a ve.s.sel, 
though he was warnetl not to do so. He and Mr. 
(irace, another missionary, were at once taken 
])risoners, ami Mr. X^dkner was hanged on a willow 
tree by Kereo|)a ; the tribe assenting.” 

"Is there any chance of their coming here ' 
said Mr. Summers. " We have never had the 
slightest altercation with the tribes. 1 have been 
here since 1850, and "very thought of rny heart, 
every word from my lips, has been with the object 
of their bemdit. No chief would permit such an 
outrage, such an unheard-of crime." 

" You do not know Kercopa,” replied Erena. 
“ lie is one of those natives who go jrerfectly mad 
when their blood is up, and think no more of killing 
any man, woman, or child near him than you jreople 
di> of wringing the neck of a km. Hesides, Te Ua, 
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who has declared himself to be a prophet, boasts of 
a message from the angel Gabriel, that the sword 
of the Lord and Gideon is committed into the hands 
of the I’ai Marire, with which to smite the pakeha 
and the unfaithful Maoris. But I hav'O .sent one who 
will put Ropata on their track ; if he comes up with 
them, they will learn more of Old Testament law.” 

" A day of rebuke and blasphemy, murder ami 
outrage,” groaned Cyril Summers. " And is this 
to be the end of our labours ? I feel inclined, 
though it is putting one’s hand to the plough and 
turning back, to make for the coast until matters 
are more peaceful. What do you intend to ilo " 

'■ My jieople and I, with Mr. Massinger, uill start 
at midnight,” said the girl, decisively. ” I wi.sh now 
that we had left this mtrrning. I imiilore of you to 
leave with your family at the same time.” 

” But the road in the darkness ” said .Summers. 
“ rile forest is dilficult to thread by daj liglu.” 

'■ To our guide,” said Lrena, " the night is as the daj-. 
We .shall keep on steadily until we reach raunmga. ‘ 

'' 1 am tiaupted to join forces with you,” he .said. 

" But no! we must show the natives that we lielicve 
v^hat we have taught them -that God is able to save 
tho.se who trust in Him. .Mary, Hypatia, you had 
better go with Lremi's party, and t;ike the children.” 

The delicate form of Mary' .Summers seemed to 
giiin height ;ind dignity ;is, with all the devoted 
courage of her “ deep love's truth " shining in her 
steadfast eyes, she said, " 1 have but to repeat the 
words I .spoke in the church where our lives were 
joined—‘ till death do us part.' My place is by you, 
my darling, here and hereafter. .May God protect 
us all in this dread hour I ” 
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“And Mi.ss Tollemache ? ” said Erena, addressing 
fiypatia. “ Will you wait for the coming of the 
Hau-Haus—to be carried off as a slave, perhaps ’’ 
and here her piercing gaze seemed to read HyjDatia’s 
inmost soul. “ You do not know what that means ; 
1 do! Taunts and blows, water to draw, burdens 
to carry, degradation un.speakabk-! " 

The English girl drew herself iij) and returned 
the fixed regard of the daughter of the South with 
a look as unblenching as her own, ere she answered, 
c.'ilrnly, almost haughtily— 

“ When 1 promi.sed my friends to tie a fellovt - 
lahourer with them, ] made no reservati(.)ns, I have 
cast in rnv lot with them, and will share their fortunes, 
even to the martyr’s death, if it be so ordained.” 

Erena watched her with an expression of .suqtrise 
which changed to frank admiration. 

" Farewell, () friends," she said ; “ may God protect 
you from ail evil. As for you, you are worthy of his 
friendship, of his /arv. " 

As she matle the last gesture of farewell, she 
.sto(^l)ed. an(.l taking Hypatia'', unresisting hand, 
rai.seil it to her li[)s and gliiled from the ro(im. 

It was no time for sleep. I'raying and conversing 
l)y turns, the household awaitei! the departure of the 
little hand. ]‘'rom the verandah ihe\' watcheil the 
bearers emerge from Massingca's room with the couch. 
This tltey ithiced upon the litter on which he h.ad lain 
for .str man)' a w ear)- mile. They saw Eit.-na take her 
place beside it as the bearers moved silently aw-ay. A 
ilark form glided before them on the ntirrow jjalh, the 
cortege fiillowed through the dark.sorne arches of the 
forest, and was swallowed uj) in the midnight gloom. 
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Alter their departure, the household enfjaged in 
prayer. When Cyril Summers addressed the .Al¬ 
mighty Disjjoser of event.s in earnest suiiplication 
that Hi.s servants might be spared the last terrible 
pen.'iltie.s of savage warfare, it cannot be dmihted that 
each hearer’s inmost heart resjKinded most fervently 
to the ap{)eal. Mrs. Summers wept as. with her hami 
in her husband’s, slie echix'd his eiy for deliverance, 
and rising from her knees with streaming eyes, threw 
her arms .irouiul Iljpatia's neck. 

'■ We have brought \ ou into these horrors." she .said. 
■■()h. why did 1 ever encourage you to come to this 
fat.al shore ? " 

I'loiu ll)'j)atia's tryr's there tell no te.'irs. An 
intense and glowing lustre seemed to burn in her 
deep blue (.-yes, as slw gazed into the distance, as one 
who sees what is hid from ordinar)' niortal.s. One 
could fanes' her a virgin martyr in the da>’s of .N'ero, 
receiving her summons to the ai'ena. Cni|uestioning 
faith, dauntless courage, and an almost divine pity, 
made r.idiant her countenance as she looked on Mary 
.Suinineis and Iter slee])in!.; chikiren, 

■■ 1 am not afraid of what man can do to tis," she 
said softly, '''file (lod whom wa: serve has power to 
rleliver us in this dreatl hour. IJid not Mrena say 
tli;it a bod)'of the Xgtiptihi men were inarching on the 
ir.iek of the Ilau-ihm band } ‘Oh, I'est in the Lord, 
,ind lie will give thee tliy he.trt's liesire,’ As lu.T sweet 
voice rose, ;ind the beautiful words of Meiidel.s.sohn's 
irninoital work I'esc/unded through the room, a nry of 
hope illumined the forlorn household, as with ;i final 
iiand-clasp all retired to theii' couches, though not to 
sleep. 
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Tiik hour bcforo dawn, when “deep sleep falls upon 
men," found the whole household wrapped in that 
slumber which was the natural outcome of an anxious 
anti excitiiif^ day. But the quick loud bark of an 
an{.;ry dog, subsiding into a sustainetl suspicious growl, 
and joinetl to a woman's scream from the camp ('f 
their ‘’ative adherents, told C>ril Summers that *he 
enein\- was at hand. y\ confused murmur of voices, 
the tram|>ling of feet, with the ordinary indefinable 
accompaniments <if a body of men, aroused the sleepers 
with startling suddenness. 

Mrs. Summers ;md Hypatia, like women on a 
sinking shij), di.splaycd unwonted courage. Dre.ssing 
them.selves and the wondering children in haste, thej' 
joined Mr. Summers in the living-room of the cottage 
at the same moment that it was filled by an cxciteil 
crowd of the wildest natives which any of the part)- 
had ever seen. 

The leader, a ferociou.s-lcxjking Maori, whotn Mr. 
Summers had no difficulty in recognizing as Kereopa, 
advanced with threatening air towards him ; but, seeing 
that the missionary had no weapon, nor apparently 
the wish or means to defend himself, he halted 
abruptly. Behind him stood a crowd of natives, the 
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fjreatcr part of whom had advanced into the room, 
while others could be seen throuRli the open door 
between the cottage and the outbuildings. Ltxiking 
more closely in order to discover if t)y chance 
there were among them any of his former st?rvants, 
Mr, Summcr.s saw, to bis horror and disgust, a white 
man. Tliis renegade, dead to every feeling of man- 
IkkxI, a deserter from his regiment, was one of those 
abandoned wretches to l)e found in all new countries, 
who, a.ssociating with savages, encourage them in 
outrage and rapine. (,)utcasts from their race, aware 
that a s])Ocdy de.ith by bullet or halter aw-aits them 
on Capture, they havxr always l.een noted as the most 
remorseless f(K;s of their own jreoplc. 

Feeling, however, that by interrogating the man 
he might pnxairc more accurate information than from 
the dangerously exciteil chief and his followers, he 
atidrossed him. 

“ What is the meaning of this intrusion at this hour ? 
.\sk Kereopa if he has not made some mistake.” 

Till- renegade, apparently itleased at being civilly 
addressed, translated the question, and re|x;ated it to 
the chief, who in a loud and threatening voice replied -- 

"Tell the Mikonaree that 1 , a piophet of the 
I’ai Marire, have received authority from the angel 
(iabriol to kill or take into captivity all the jiakeha.s, 
with their wives and daughters, as did the Israelites 
with the Amalekites.” 

" Have I ever tlone vr»u harm Have 1 not taught 
your people t(j grow the l.tread-grain, the pot.ito, the 
vegetables on w'hich they grow strong and healthy ?" 

“What have you done—what havx* the white men 
done ? ” .shouted the wild-eyed chief, now wpritmg 
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himself into an insane fur>’. " You have taught us 
your prayers and stolen our lands. You have given 
u.s the grain and taken the fields. Where are our 
brothers, our .scuis. our chiefs 1 Slain by your soldiers, 
after robbing them of their lands—even Waitara and 
Tatarai-maka. 'I'liey' are cold in the ground on which 
they planted and feasted, but which now only serves 
them for graves." 

“ .Surely you would not kill people with no arms 
in their hands. Which of our missionaries has ever 
fired a gun even in dcfi.'nce of his life ?" 

"'I'he priests of your people do not fight, hut 
they act as .‘f|)ies ; they have betrayed our i)Ians to 
tint pakeha genera). They will all be killed, like 
V'olkner, to show the world that we shall have no 
spie.s, no false iirophets, no priests of Baal, amongst 
us. Prepare to ilie, ev'en as Volkner died, whose 
heail, with that of the pakeii.a Boyd, is with us. l.et 
their hanils be tieil.” 

At once several eagetr warriors sprang forward, l)y 
whom tin: uomen ;md the missionary were seized. 
Their haiuls wi-re lionnd behind them with strijis of 
the native flax, which effectively rendered them 
helpless captives. 

“You will die when t'ue sun goes down,” he said, 
iiulicating t'yril Summ(T.s, “Call on your God to 
help you. The rope is ready, and the tree on which 
you wall hang, as did Volkner. But all are not here. 
Where is the wounded pakeha, and the Ngapuhi girl 
Mreiia ? " 

“ They htiva- gone ; they went yesterday." 

“ Which path was theirs ^ If you deceive me, great 
suffering will be yours before you die.” 
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“ They went into the forest; that is all I can say. 
The God in whom I trust will save me from cruelt)' 
at your hands.” 

A native at this time .said some words in the 
Maori tongue which .seemetl for the time to alla>' till* 
wrath of the raging wild boast into vhich Kereojia 
was transformed. 

"It is well. Their tracks will be found; Ngurara 
is a ketrn hunter when the ])re_v is near, lie is 
]rursuing the N’ga]'uhi girl hirena, who.se heart the 
uakeh a soldier has stolen from him. He will cut /lis 
heart out of his Ijreast and eat it before her eyes. I 
will gne her to him for a slave. Afl the p.ikeha 
women sliall be sl.avi-s 1" the men of the I’ai Marire 
when the day of deliverance .shall e.tJine, llau-Hau, 
Ilan-Hau, Ilan-IJan !" 

Here the countenance of the half-iii.sane savage 
bectune changed into the likene.s.s of a ferocious beast, 
;is he veiled out the war-cry of the sect, which w.is 
immedi.itely caught up and re-i'choed, dog-like, hy 
every imlividual in the maniacal crowd, Witii eyes 
;ilmf>st reversed in their sotkirts, with toiigui' [irotrud- 
iiig, with the foam thing from his lips, and every 
human fe.ilure io.st in the bestial tiMiisformalion, he 
resembleii less a human being than a monstrous 
demon from the lowest pit of Acheron, 

Mrs. .Summers fainted, the children svre.'imed 
piteously, and (.'vrd in.ada* one step forward, as if, 
even with his fettered hailtls, he es.sayetl to do b,attic 
w ith the destro)adig heml. I le w.is immediatt;!)' sei/.(al 
i,y two pcnvtwful natives, who hati been standing near 
him, and forced back to his funner position. Ileali/,- 
.ng his utter helplessness, he groaned aloud as he 
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.saw Hypatia bending over hi.s wife's drooping form, 
while she adjured her to preserve her jjresence of 
mind for the sake of the terrified children and her 
unhappy husband. 

We shall need all our strength to carry us through 
this ordeal,” she said. " We need it for prayer and 
faith, which, even in this tlark hour, will save us.” 

As she spoke, the brave s()irit of the devoted wife 
and mother recalled her to life and consciousncs.s. .She 
garni on the strange surroundings of their once peace¬ 
ful home, anti after giving vent to her emotions in one 
wild burst of tears, resumed her efforts at composure. 

I'ortunately for the overwrought feelings of the 
captives, a diversion at this critic.'il moment uas 
effected through an unusual noise beginning among 
the natives clustered beytnid and around the open 
door. A cry, whether of warning or triumph, came 
from the fore.st j)ath ; gradually it swelled into greater 
distinctness, until it resolved itself into the well-knovvti 
shout of triumi>h which proclaimed the caiituiv of ;iti 
enemy of note. It was then seen, by the full dawn 
light now breaking through the masses of gloom, to 
proceed from .a binly of men emerging from the 
forest. The leaders of the ])arty wi-re dancing and 
singing with an exuberance which betokened victory 
.md triumph. When the wijole boily ileboiiched from 
the w(X)d, it was seen to have in its midst a litter 
borne In’ four men, besiiie whom walked a girl with 
haughty arul defiant mien. .She lixjked more like a 
barbaric queen than a captive taken in war, as her 
fettered wrists sliowed her to be. Her attendants had 
btx;n .similarly treated, with the c.vception of the 
bearer.s. who were so closely surrounded that their 
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escape had been considered improbable. By the time 
they had reached the open space behind the cottage, 
the whole party, including Kereopa, had quitted 
the room, and joined in the tremendous volume of 
triumphant yells and cries which rent the air. 

“ I-et the pak'cha wahine come forth and look ujxin 
their friends,” saitl Kereopa, with devilish malice. 
"They will .see how the prophets of the I’ai Marire 
obey the message of the angels, how the sword of the 
Lord and Gideon is m;ulc sharj) for the evil-doer, and 
liow the convert from the Ngapuhi is rewartied in the 
hour of \'ictor\’.” 

I'earful of further violence, Cyril Summers had 
jiarliailv .sup]K)rted his wife, followed l>y the .shuddering 
children, to the ])orch, around which in hajifiier daj’s 
he had pleaseii himself with training a clematis, 
llyp.itia st»:pped forw.ird with wide eyes, as exjiectant 
of instant traged)'. Almost unheeding of her own 
danger, and the fearful ])osition in which all were 
placed, she could not repress her interest in Ma.ssingcr, 
as with almost etpial eagerne.ss she looked at Krena. 
He lay h.ick on the riuie ])illow which had been 
jilaccd below his hirad, de.athly i)aie, and only exhibit¬ 
ing consciousness through his heaving breast and 
the movements (,)f his ev es. But when she turned her 
gaze upon the dauntless form of Lrena Mannering. 
all womanly je.'dousy was obliterated by the glow of 
admiration which the girl’s reg.i! bearing anti fearless 
sjvirit evoked in her, .She moved among the fierce 
crowd f)f half-tloubtful. half-bloodthir.sty Hau-ffaus 
with the air of a prince.ss among pariahs. Ui>on those 
who pres.setl closely to her side she from time tq time 
be.stow'ed a glance of scorn and menace, accompanied 
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by a few words in their own tongue, from which they 
shrank as from a missile. Her eyes blazed as the)- 
were turned upon Kercopa, who with sneering smile 
a])proacheti her, pointing to the half-inanimate form 
of Massinger. 

■' The pakeha is sick ; the pakeha is tired," he 
said with affected regret. ‘‘ It is wrong that he was 
carried .so far. His wound must be unhealed. The 
I’ai Marire grieee. //e te/// iwt stand the fire tec!/, 
to-morrow. Then: will be a haka too, in honour of 
•Ngarara’.s marriage, which he must first witness." 

•'Dog of tlie llau-liaus'" said the indignant 
maiden, willi all the scorn and urath of a line of 
chiefs shining from lier storm-litten e)'es. ".'-ipe.d. 
)'ou to a war-chief.s daughter of the Ngaimhi as to .1 
slav'e-woinan W hat false ti'luinga iiava- ye, that 
th)' doom and that (.if th)- lierd of swine is concealed 
from thee .’ .See th)- future fate, as in that darken¬ 
ing cloud, coming' nearer and \ et nearer!" .As she 
sjxike, she ])ointed to a thunder-cloud which, after the 
mists of the ittorning, h;id gatliered size and volume, 
and was now moving with tin course of the dawn- 
wind towards them. .Such was the majesty of her 
mien, such the tragic earnestness of lier tones, as she 
stood, like ,i priestess of old. denouncing wrong and 
opjjression, that the crowd, deepi)- suj)er.slitious as is 
the race, turned instinctive])' towards the approaching 
phenomenon ; and when the thunder rolled, and the 
jagged fire-stream issued from the ebon, a shuddering 
sound was audible, which showed how' deeply fear of 
the suixnnatural was rooted in the native mind. 
■' Behold! ' said the fearless, inspired maiden, as she 
raised her hand and pointed to the sky, " the .'\tua 
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of the Storm has spoken ! l?e\varc hov\' you toucli a 
hair of our heads. Shed the blood t>f these pakehas, 
who have ncv'cr done your nation au^dit Init p^'od, v\ ho 
are now heljjle.ss in your hands- torture this sick 
soldier—and not a man here will be alive when the 
moon is dark ! ” 

As ICrena uttered the wools of doom, she pau.sed 
for a moment, while the audience j^mzed around, as if 
waitinf^ for siwne ]>h)’sica! manifest.ition in answer to 
her words. Kereop.i ])reserv'ed his expressimi of 
malicious imbelicT, as tlioutfh willini.' to torment his 
iaj)ti\es with all the (Ire.adfiil imcertaint)’ which miidii 
coriip.iit with a tre.u herons ilelav'. (ilaneim; ;il him 
for a moment ^^■itl1 immler.ihle .scorn, .shi' left her 
■position, and, movittc; to the .side of the litter, ^a/.ed 
mlo tile face of the sick man with an.sii.uis tenderness. 

I'jut it w.'is es ideiit that the natives tjener.'dl)' had 
alttiched more meanin;^ to lier words than could liave 
iieeii expeclerl. -She had stirrial their blood and 
.irou.serl their superstitious fears. I'his kiilinj4 of 
]);ikeh.as. except in fair fij-dit. liad always been re^pirded 
;is iinlncky. 'I'erriiile iicnalties h;id been exticted, 
even when the offence in war-time had seemed to 
them tritlint^ and unimportant, fheii, this lirena 
M;mnr;rinf.^ was the dtiiiohtcr of ;i man more fierce 
and implac.ible even than tlurir own warriors- a war- 
chief of the \[,;apiihi, and .-is siicli likely to exac t .1 
memorable rcvenise. J'he I’ai Marire was only tj) 
recent date. There were even now rival seers and 
prophets, a.s in the case of Tarata, who withstood 
Kcreojta, and h:id bitterly rejrro.ached him for the 
barbarous murder of the mis.sionarv^ Volkner. There 
was a movement of doubt and ojiposition afextt, whiclt 
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was evidently strengthened, as an aged warrior came 
forward and addres.sed the natives. 

“ Men of the I’ai Marire,” he said, " let us beware 
of going too far in this matter, lest we offend a more 
powerful Atua than tho.se of the Hau-Haus, whom we 
knew of but a short while since. If we kill the 
.soldiers of the pakehas, who have killed our .sons and 
brothers ”—here the old man’s feature.s worked con¬ 
vulsively—“ taken our lands, and burned our kaingas, 
that is just, that is ;//«. Hut to kill the Mikonarec, 
who fights not with guns or swords, who teaches the 
children the b(H)ka-booka, who heals the sick and 
feeds the hungry, that is not Ma. The .^tiia of the 
.Storm has .spoken. " Here another volley of heaven's 
artillery .sluxik the air, as the lightning pltiyed in 
menacing pro.vimity to the disturbeil and upturned 
faces r)f his hearers. " Beware lest wr)r.se things than 
the slaughter of chiefs at Te Ranga happen to us.” 

A strong feeling of indecision was now ap[Kirent in 
the c.s'citeil crowil, wlio but an hrnir since were eager 
for blood and flames, the death of the men, the lead¬ 
ing into captivity’ of the women and children. It is 
jro.ssible that the mass vote of the Hau-Haus would 
have gone against Kereopa, who was not an here¬ 
ditary' chief of importance, only' an obscure individual, 
lifted by' sui.x'rior cunning and energy to power in 
di.sturbed times. But at that moment the malignant 
face of Ngarara was .seen to emerge from among the 
last arrivals, and his voice was heard. 

•' Men of the Bai Marire, listen not to the word.s 
of age and fear ! He sixraks the words of the jrakehas 
and their lying priests. The prophets of the I’ai Marire 
have foretold that the Hau-Haus are to rule the land. 
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to drive the pakeha into the sea, whence in an evil 
hour they came, to inhabit their towns, and to take their 
wives and dauf^hters as slaves. Even now. the Npa- 
titoa are marching to Omata, whence they vi ill capture 
Taranaki with all the pakeha's treasure. It has been 
foretold that the Pai Marire .shall increa.se a.s the sand.s 
of the .sea, that all the tribes .shall join from the 
1 tokianga to Korararika. I have left the Ngapuhi 
to follow the Pai Marire, and I know that the tribe, 
except a few old men, have resolved to abandon Waka 
Nene and his p.ikeha friends, ami to give the young 
chiefs .luthority to lead. You have l>iit to join the inarch 
to Waikato, ami the land of Maui is yours again." 

"You have well spoken," shouted Kereopa, whose 
fierce visage was now ufiaim; with wrath, ami the half- 
insane gleam of whose e\’es told of that fanatical 
ecstas)' which is akin to demoniac.il ]K)ssr-ssion. " The 
land will be ours, the jiakeha’s treasures shall be 
ours; his women sli.ili work in our fields ami carry 
burtlens, even :i.s the women of the .South were wont 
to do .after our r.iids. Place the liead on the iiiti. 
ami let the war-dance begin. The angel has again 
spoken to me, ami I am c<>mmamled to cause the 
sword of the Lort! and (iideon to be reddened with 
the blood of the Amorites,” 

Then commenced a .scene of savage triumfih, 
aijpalling, revolting, almost beyom! the power of words 
to describe. I'he fury of the excited natives aiijieared 
to have transformctl them into the brutish present- 
ment.s of the herd of animals which surrounded the 
fabled enchantress. The head of the unfortunate 
Captain Boyd, raised on a jxile planted in the ground, 
was surrounded by a yelling mass dancing around it, 
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with fiendish of rage and derision. All 

likeness of manhood seemed obliterated, and the 
ancient world would .seem to have been reproduced, 
with a company of anthropoids devoid of human 
speech, and cajiable only of the (lurcly animal c.xpres- 
sion of the baser pa.ssions, 

What the feelings of the forlorn captives were, 
thus delivered into the hands of the most remorseless 
foes of their race, can scarcely be imagined or de¬ 
scribed. They deemed themselves at that moment 
to be abandoned by man, forgotten of (iod. y\ 
ilrcadful dc.ith, horrors unspeakable, degradation 
irrevocable, aw aited them. Like a fated crew aw.iiting 
their doom ujKin a sinking .ship, all sensation was 
])erhaiis (.leadene(.i, absorbtal in despairing e.xiiectation 
of the hist agony immediately [^receding death. 

The Christians summoned from their cells to the 
arena in the reign of Nero must have had like 
experiences. Alike the agony of despair, the doubt 
of Lterna! Justice, the shrinking of the fr;iil flesh 
about to be ilelivercd to the hungry lieasts of jirey, the 
tiyrturing flame, the gloating regartl of the pitiless popu¬ 
lace. All these were appareiitl)' to be their portion 
in this .so-called civilized centur}-. this boasted age of 
light, of freedom, of art, and intellectual environment. 

Similar thoughts may have passed through tlie 
mind of Hypatia Tollemache, as she recalled her 
cla.ssical studies, and saw the blood-soaked arena of the 
Roman amidiitheatre before her, of which the e.s.sential 
features were now in rude and grotesque pre.sentrncnt. 

And had it all come to this Was all the labour, 
the self-denial, the toilsome day, the weary night, the 
e.xile, the home-sickness, but to end thus.’ Not for 
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herscif did she mourn, perhaps, so inucli ; nut for ilic 
warrior maid, whose high courage and inherited tra- 
ditjons enabled her to defy insult and brave death. 
They had courted the danger and must now pay the 
price. With Massinger, loo, his chief regret would be 
that he could not stand in the ranks as at Kangariri 
and Orakau, ilealing death around, and fighting breast 
to brea.st with the ruthless foe. And though death 
by tortures, dreadful and protracted, such as all had 
heard of in old Maori wars (and it was whispered arouiul 
camp-fires was not wholl)- obsolete), was grue.sorne and 
unnatural, still it was. in a rude sense, the payment 
lawfully e.xactc'd by the victors. Hut for these mild 
and gentle teachers of the Word, who had. for nearly 
a decade, wearied every faculty of iniiul and body in 
the service of their heathen destroyers, it was indeed a 
hard and cruel fate. She saw, in imagination, Cyril 
Summers dragged to the fatal tree, with the rope 
around his neck, as was that steadfast servant of the 
Lord, Carl Volkner, She saw the ashen face and 
stricken limbs of Mary .Summers, as, all-expectant of 
her own and her children's fate, she would witness the 
de.ath and mutilation of her beloved jiartner. What 
was the meic\-, the justice, that .Supreme Being to 
whom they had bowed the knee in prayer since infancc', 
where was an overruling I’rovidonce, if this tragedy was 
permitted to be |)layed out to the last dreadful .scene 
Where, alas 1 could one turn for aid or consolation ? 

Such thoughts went coursing through her brain, 
mingled with such curious and even trifling observa¬ 
tion, unconsciously made, as during Ihe fast-fleeting 
moments of life have often been noted to occupy the 
mind. She looked mechanically at the war-dance 
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still being performed by the exulting savages, varied 
by the devilish rites, if such they could be called, 
performed around the dead officer’s head, which with 
awful eyes appeared to stare down upon the unholy 
crew. CyTil Summers and his wife were kneeling in 
prayer ; the children, having exhausted themselves in 
weejjing, were examining the debris of their household 
gods. Hypatia herself, with her ma.sses of bright hair 
thrown hack from her face, and carelessly tied in a 
knot behind her head, vsas leaning against the door- 
sill, in jxisition not unlike the Christian maiden in a 
great picture, where each martyr is bound to a pillar 
in the amphitheatre, when she saw k>ena move more 
closely to Massinger's couch and whisper in his car. 
The Maori guard was temporarily occupied, as an 
ex]iert, in noting the evolutions of the war-dance, and 
had relaxed his watch. The sick man lay m(,)tionless, 
but the languid eyes o|)cned ; a gleam of hope—or was 
it the fire of despair ?—was visible, w ith a slight change 
of expression. 

“ .She knows .something; she has told him,” thought 
Hypatia, as .she moved cautiously but slowly, and very 
warily, within hearing. 

At this time the supreme saltatory expression of 
triumph was being enacted. The noise was deafening, .so 
that the clear tones of Erena's rich voice were audible. 

“ This is nearly the end of the war-dance ; then 
the murders and the torture will commence. The 
torture will last all night ; they will take out Roland 
and tie him to a stake, cutting pieces of flesh from his 
body. Poor fellow ! there is not much on his bones. As 
for us, we shall lx; carried away to the Uriwera country'." 

" You w ant to frighten me to death," said Hy-patia. 
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" What dreadful things even to si)eak of! Can we 
not kill ourselves ? 1 never thought I should wish to 

do that. I can now feel for othcr.s who have done so.” 

" They' have prevented it. (^ur hands arc tied. 
There is no river here ; no prcciijiee, or we could 
throw ourselves over, as our women have (Tten done.” 

" You seem strangely indifferent, l-Tcna. I cannot 
think y'ou heartless ; but on the verge of death, or a 
captivity infinitely worse, surely you cannot jest about 
our position ?" 

" b'ar from it. My vhole heart is (juiscring with 
excitement and anxiety; for//;.« life, which I vahu' a 
thousand times more than my ovmi, is trembling in the 
balance. Hut, after all, I do nr.t really think these 
dreadful things will come to pass,” 

“ Why ? What reason have you J" 

■' \’oa remember that I came in late, the day after 
our arrival —on the ilay when 1 w ished to go on with 
our journey } " 

" Now' I lio rcmeml er. You looketl as though you 
had been a long way.” 

" I had indeed. I went back on our tracks very 
nearly .'us far ;is the cave where Roland lay concealed, 
when we brought him away from the (iate Hah. 1 
thought I might meet some of my father s people, who 
would have made short work of these blixidthirsty 
llau-llaus. lint he had gont' off towards Opotiki. as 
a rcixirt had come of another rising. Hut luckily 1 
met someone, and it will go far to save our lives.” 

•• Who was it ? " asked 1 lyjiatia, brcathle.ssly. 

'‘It was Winiata. lie had heard of the.se llau- 
1 laus being on the march, and that Ngarara had 
persuaded Kereopa to follow us uf).” 
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“ And what aid did he give you ? ” 

“ Merely thi.s—that a body of Ngatiporu were 
following up this taua, led by the most dreaded 
warrior in all New Zealand, Ropata Waha Waha.” 

At the mention of this name, so well known 
throughout the length and breadth of New Zea¬ 
land— 

“ In close fight ,i champion grim, 

I n camps a leader sage ”— 

Hypatia could hardly repress a cry of joy. 

“ Then perhaps we may be saved, after all. ' 

•' If he comes in time ; and God grant he may. He 
should be very clo.se now. And I know Winiata will 
travel without rest or food till he strikes his trail. 
And yet I have a foreboding that one of us will dii-. 
So said the tohunga, whose words never failed y'et. I 
cannot shake off the feeling." 

‘'You have overworked yourself,’’ said Hypatia. 
" You can have had little re.st, food, or sleep since you 
left yesterday. It is the result of fatigue and anxiety.” 

■‘Anxiety has too often been my lot," .said the girl, 
with a deci) accent of sadness. “ But fatigue I never 
felt yet. The.se wretches are spinning out their dance. 
They had better make the most of it. If all goes 
well, it is the last .some of them will ever join in. 
Now, listen ! Do you hear nothing ? " 

Hypatia bent her ear towards the forest, and 
listened with all the eagerness which the situation 
demanded. A faint murmur once, and once only, 
made itself audible. 

" It is the sound of the breeze among the pines,” 
said she at leiui^th. 

“ Lfsten again ! Do you hear nothing ? " 



"Only a far-off sound like the rippling of the river. 
Once I thought I heard the trampling of feet ; but it 
must be a mistake.” 

" It is no mistake," .said .Krcna. “ 1 hear the steady 
tramp of a large body of men ; and .so would these 
f(x>ls. if they were not too much occupied with their 
absurd dance, which they intend to finish up «ith 
blood. And so it will ; but not as they think. ' 

The war-dance, with its .stamps and roars, its 
shuddering hisses and accurate evolutions as if of one 
man, was drawing to a close. Already one of the 
foreinf ist warriors, at a sign from Kereopa, had placed 
a ri.pe round the neck of Cyril Summers, who hail 
commenced in a final prayer to commend his soul 
and his loved ones to the jirotection of their Maker, 
when a shout from a number of unknown voices made 
the forest ring, and causi’d the crowd of llau-llaus 
to turn their faces in that direction. At the .same 
moment a close and well-direcleii volley was jionred 
in, w hich laiii fully one-half of tln in low, and wounded 
a much larger number. Then ;i man stalked calmly 
fiinvard, sword in hand, whose sudden ajjparition 
created as much consternation among the llau-llaus 
as if he had been a I.)estroying Angel specially 
commissioned for their extirpation. C)ne look at the 
stern features and martial form of him who stood 
calm and unmoved amid the i>attering hail of bullets, 
with which the Ihut-ilaiis .strove to return the fire, 
was sufficient for most of the I’ai Marirc. With a 
wild cry of " Ropata Waha Waha!" which came 
tremulously from their lips, they fled in all directions 
in a state of the most abject terror. And well might 
they or other rebels lake panic at the sight of him who 
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stood exposed to danger, both from friends and foes, 
as though the thick-flying bullets were thistledown. 

The hostile tribes were fully of opinion that he 
bore a charmed life, that no shot had power to harm 
him, probably in consequence of Satanic influence. 
Hence his sobriquet of Waha Waha was strangely 
suggestive of an unholy alliance between the Prince 
of Darkness and the cool strategist and remorseless 
warrior, to whom fear and mercy were alike unknown- 
A target for the best marksmen in a hundred fights, 
himself chiefly unarmed, he had never received a 
wound or spared an enemy. As he stood there, with 
an expression of scorn and concentr.'ited rage upon 
his expressive features, with dripping sword and 
blazing eyes, he might well hav'e stood for a portrait 
of an avenging angel, or indeed Azracl, the minister 
of Death, in all his lurid majesty. 

Kereopa and his ]>rincipal followers, who had fled 
.'it the first onset, probably thought that they had a 
fair chance of escape, Put Kopata, with his usual 
astuteness, had formed a cordon around the llau- 
llau baml, into which the surpri.sed natives ran, only 
to find themselves shot down or captured. Among 
the latter were eleven members of his own tribe, the 
Aowera. Of these he proceeded to make an e.xample 
u])on the spot. Calling them out of the group of 
captives by name, he thus addressed themi— 

" You are about to die. I do not kill you because 
j'ou are found in arms against the pakehas. But I 
forbade you to join the Hau-l lau.s. You have dis¬ 
obeyed me: you mu.st now pay the penalty." 

Having revolvers h.anded to him, he then shot 
every man with his own hand. 
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•• Bring forward the deserter." 

The soldier, a man of the 57th, bound and hclplc.ss, 
was then led up. 

“You,” he said, addre.s.sing the renegade, “arc a 
disgrace to your regiment and to )'our country. You 
are said to have shot two of your own ofticers in 
battle. You have helped thc.se natives to commit 
crimes which are a thousand times worse than oi)en 
war. You will kill no pakchas or native.s after to*day." 

With the instinct of a Irom leader, Ropata had 
taken in the various |)oints of the situation at a glance, 
and issued his firders with the promptitude vthich 
the crucial moment <lemandcd. 

‘■Release the pakehas. Kill that Ilau-Hau dog 
holding the rojte, and hang up the deserter with it; 
he is not worthy of a soldier’s death. Hind that 
Ngaj)uhi ; he shall answer to his o\mi chief." 

I'hese orders, coming from a man who rarely had 
rHxasion to speak twice, were obc)'ed on the in.stant. 
The amateur e.secutioner was tomah.'iwked before his 
suritrise i)ertnitted him to drop the rf)|H;. C)Til 
Suinniers was freed, and the deserter was run up to 
the.' branch of the willow trer destined for his martyr¬ 
dom. The cords which hound Krena and her attendants 
were; IcKtsed by willing hands, the mi;n and even the 
women promptly jro.s.sessing themsehes of weajtrius 
from their dead captors. 

Ngarara’s countenance, w hen he saw himself at once 
baulked of his revenge anti cheateil of his prej’, was 
;i stutiy of all the evil passions which degrade the 
human race to the level f)f the brute. .Such is the 
phrase, unfair indeed to the animal creation, which, 
however un.sparing in its allotted course of action, is 
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never guilty of the calculated cruelty of la blk 
humaine. For one moment he stood indifferent to 
his coming fate as Ropata himself; then, drawing his 
revolver, fired point-blank at Massinger, who had raised 
himself to a sitting posture with Erena's assistance, and 
was watching the conflict with an eagerness which 
betokened a partial renewal of strength. As he raised 
the weapon Erena flung herself befcjre her lover, \\ ith 
an in.stinctive movement of protection. Passing her 
right arm around his neck, she lowered him to his 
I)illow, with all the heroic tenderness which from time 
immemorial has characterized the woman as nur.se and 
ministering angel. With a grin of fiendish malice 
Ngarara parried the tomahawk blow aimed at him by 
a blood-lx'spattcred Aowera, and, eluding his clutch, 
dashed into the fore.st and disappeared. 

'i'he fray was over. The llaii-Hau prisoners were 
securely bound. Sullen and despairing, they stood 
in a circle on the spot where their war-dance and the 
Pai Marire rites had been pi-rformed. The derision 
of their captors was oj)enly expressed. The bodies 
of their comrades and relations lay around in all the 
hideous abandon of the dcath-agou)'. From the tall 
IX)le the head of the ill-fated scjklier still stared with 
eyeless sockets and baretl teeth on the ghastly scene 
it might have been fancied with grim triumph and 
e.xultation ; while from the willow tree dangled the 
coqesc of the deserter, an unctjuscious witness, where 
he had so lately posetl as an actor. 

As if the dreadful sjxjctaclc had a fascination 
which they could not resist, or that their miraculous 
deliverance had rendered them incapable of connected 
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thought, the destined victims had remained almost in 
their positions taken up previous to the arrival of 
Ropata and his contingent. 

Mrs. Summers had sunk down on a sofa which 
had been dislodged from its position, with her children, 
wondering and tearful, beside her. The female atten¬ 
dants of Krcna were clustered around their mi.strcss. 
Cyril Summers, over whom the bitterness of death 
had passed, sUwd by his v\ ife, gazing with awe-struck 
eyes into the distance, while his moving lips from 
time to time gave token that he was retuniing thanks 
to that Almighty Being to whom he had ajjpealed 
in his darkest hour. While Mypatia, wrapped in a 
world of .strange and awful phantasy, .still .stooii by 
the outer entrance of (he p<irch, looking straight in 
front of her, at this weird melodrama of human life, 
in which the re;ilit\' so often transcends the unre.ilities 
of the '■ fantastic realm. " 

h'.rena and Roland Massinger had ]>reserved theii 
jjosition unaltered, except that, from one of suiiport, 
the girl gradually sank forwaril, until her head rested 
on her lover's breast. A cry from one of the Maori 
girls arrested the atti'iition of all. Hjiiatia, roused 
from her tr.ance, ru.shed over to find two of them 
raising Erena from her reclining [loshion, with looks 
of alarm, while the arterial blood which welled up 
from her bosom tokl of a mortal wound, Massinger's 
dealh-jrale countenance, stained witif' blcxal, as were 
the coverings of his couch, seemed to denote that 
these lovers, thrown together by such fortuitous cir¬ 
cumstances in life, were fated to be undivided in death. 

Though M.assingcr was unw'ounded by the bullet 
which, aimed with fatal accuracy, had pierced the 
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bosom of Erena, his situation was most critical. For 
her there was no hoix:. The lung had been perforated ; 
the laboured breathing showed but too truly that 
death was imminent. In Massinger’s case the apiiear- 
ances were hardly more promising. The rude treat¬ 
ment to which he had been subjected after his capture 
had caused the partly healed wountl to break out 
afresh. He was rapidly approaching the state of 
mortal weakness to which Erena was succumbing. 
Such was only too probable ; but Cyril Summers, 
who had gone through a course of instruction ih 
surgery, was enabled to stop his bleeding, and to 
afford temporary relief to Erena. 

Ma.ssinger at first resented the proffered aid. 
" Why trouble me ? ” he .said resentfully. “ She has 
given her life to save mine ; it were base of me to 
sui-vivc her at such a eexst. Let us die together. My life 
belongs to her, who has now s.ived it for the third time," 

*' Then it is mine to dispose of," came the answer, 
in her low rich tones. " I die happy, since you are 
saved. If the bullet of Ngarara hail fetund your 
breast instead of mine, 1 vvould have followed jou to 
the spirit-land. You tlo not doubt that—oh, my 
darling—my own belotetl ! 'I'he sun would not have 
gone down l)efi.)rc I shoulil have commenced my 
journey to the reinga.” 

“ Kren.a," said Massinger, " have I ever doubted 
your love, true alike in life and the dark realm, to 
which we are hastening " 

•• Rai.se me," .she said, “ that I may sec his face 
once more. My eyes arc darkening. Oh, my beloved!" 
—and her soft voice faltered, and became hollow and 
inexpressibly mournful—" I have loved you with every 
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fibre of my being, witli every motion of my heart! 
The pakcha girl loves you also, though she cared not 
to own it, in her own land. She will live for you in 
the day.s that are to come—da}-s of i)eacc and happi¬ 
ness, now that the war is over. Would she die for 
you as I have done ? Yes; for she is noble, she is 
true. She would have scorned to take j'our love from 
poor Erena, even had you ofTered it. 1 ler soul lay ojx'n 
to me—and yours. \'ou were true t(j >-our word. She 
w as tcKJ proud to .steal your heart from the poor Maori 
•jirl. And now, farewell-- farewell for ever—oh, my 
loved one ! I die hai)py. I have given m\' life for yours 
—what does a daughter of the Ngapuhi wish more 

She leaned forward and hid her head on the 
breast of her lover, while her long bl.tck tresses (lovreil 
o\er his ])illow, as her arms strained him to that 
faithful bosom, still v\ann w ith the heart s purest feel¬ 
ings. Reverently the little grouj) of ,sjK.'Ctator.s gazed 
on the dying girl. .Sobs and himentations came from 
the women of her own r.ice, while tears flowed fa.st 
from the eyes of Marj- .Summers and llyfiatia. 

Raising licrself for a moment, she motioned to 
Hypatia t<i come nearer. 1 ter d.trk e3’es glowed with 
transient light as she ki.s.sed her hand ; then laying it 
in that of Massinger, she whis{x'red— 

“ He is yours now. May- all happiness befall you ! 
^'et forget not—oh ! forget not - ]ioor l->ena.’' 

A dee]) sigh followed the last words. Her head 
fell back ; the hand which Ma.ssinger and Hypatia 
held was pulsele.ss. The faithful spirit of the nymph 
of the wood and stream, the fabled Oread of the old- 
world jXKits, had pa,s.sed away. 
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The tragedy at Oropi, so nearly completed, might 
have been averted, but for an unlucky accidental 
circumstance, the occurrence of which embittered the 
remainder of Allister Mannering’s life. And yet he 
could not wholly abandon himself to .self-accusation 
and cea.scless regrets, inasmuch as he had quitted 
the trail on which, as the avenger of blood, he was 
pursuing the Hau-Hau band, in order to .save the 
lives of innocent and helpless people. 

tic, indeed, with his contingent, would have 
arrived at Oropi on the .same day as Ropata, or, 
jxsrhap.s, earlier. Ho would then have been able to 
prevent the jjrcliminary sufferings of the missionary 
household, and could have ensured the safety of his 
beloved daughter and only child. The cause of his 
leaving the direct track to the mission station of Cyril 
Summers was sufficiently imperative—such a.s, indeed, 
no man of ordinary humanity could disregard. 

A panting me.s.senger, speeding along the track from 
Whaka-tanc, arrived with the news that another band 
of Hau-Haus had killed the crew of the yrtwe.schooner 
at Opf>tiki, had murdered Mr. Fulloon, and cai^urcd 
the Reverend Mr. Grace, whom there was every reason 
to believe they intended to murder. 

It was not known to Mannering at this time that 
there was any likelihood of Kereopa’s band being in 
near pro.ximity to Ivrena and her wounded charge. 
By ordinar}’ computation she should have reached 
Tauranga .several days before that bloodthirsty fanatic 
could have overtaken her party. Cyril Summers and 
his household, having been warned by the bishop, would 
probably ha\'c moved into one of the coast settlements. 

Thus one danger was contingent, the other was a 



XV! 


lrA^• TO THE k'jy/FE 


» 


3‘W 


pressing and instant summons. Life and death were 
in the decision. Murder and outrage, perhaps, even 
now, had taken place. The full complement of horrors 
could only be averted by a forced march and the 
sudden appearance of his //it/>n Ujxrn the scene. 
"Angel of (jod was there none" to whisi)cr that 
loved daughter's n.ime, darling of his heart, ai)ple of 
his eye. that .she was } Was there no my.sterious spirit¬ 
warning .such .IS, if tales be true, has often, through 
invisible .syrnj>athetic chords, eliminated time and 
space Did not the traditional second sight, inherited 
from Highland ancestors, and of which he and lerena 
claimed their jKirlion, prove faithful in that dread 
hour ? Long afterwards - in j-ears when he could talk 
calmly of his loss, <lwell uptjn her c(.»uragc, her beauty, 
and extol her intellectual range -he cemfessed to his 
closest friend and comrade that he had felt, from the 
time he turned aside to (Dpotiki, an over.shadf)wing, 
inexplicable glocun and despondency, lie was con¬ 
vinced in his own mind that tas he said) some dreadful 
lieed had taken ])lace, or was even then about to 
happen. Therefore he was hardly surpri.sed. after 
hours of feverishly fast travelling, to find Mr. Volkncr's 
inutilated corse beneath the willow tree which he had 
liimself planteil. Mr. Grace, after being in hourly ex¬ 
pectation <jf a violent death, had been re.scued by Cap¬ 
tain Levy, one of the survivors of the crew of the 'Jane, 
and put on board 1I.M,.S. EHi/>sc, Captain I'Tornantlc. 

Burning with wrath, and maddened with the doubt 
as to whether Erena and Massinger might not even 
yet be within the region traversed by the ilau-llau 
scouts, Mannering matle a forced march, halting 
neither by day nor night, rendered still more furious 
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and despairing by the freshness of the trail, leading 
straight for the Oropi mission station. Kcrcopa had 
sworn, as rumour had it, that he would kill the third 
Mikonaree pakeha and carry off iiis wife and children 
as a prey, before j)roceeding to join the Kingites in 
the sack and plunder of Auckland. 

It was midnight when the mission was reached. 
An unwonted stillness reigned ; no dog barked, no 
voice was heard from the native cainjj—an unusual 
state of things within his experience, the wakeful 
Maori being alwa)-.s ready for converse at any hour 
of the night. The mission hou.sc itself was partially 
closed only, but silent and deserted. The trim garden 
was trampled over. The shrubs and fruit trees hail 
been broken tiown. The keen eyes of the Maoris 
discerned a sped where the ground had been disturbed. 
A short search exhumed more than one body, on 
which bullet and tomahawk had written the hi.story 
of the engagement. The furniture in .some rooms 
was intact, in others recklessly broken uj). A hand¬ 
kerchief, a shoe, a neck-ribbon, told of recent <Kcupa- 
tion. One article of female Maori headgear, a ])lume 
of the beautiful kuia, the distracted parent recognized 
as an ornament of Krena’s. 

Meanwhile, like questing hounds, the Ngapuhi 
warriors traversed the .surrounding thickets with all the 
keennc.ss of a savage race. Imprints and signs, so faint 
as to be almost invisible to the white man, told all too 
plainly to them the history of the occupation of the 
I lau-Haus, the arrival of Ropata and his men, the fight 
(if such it could be called) and finally the departure of 
the whole part}', including the family, the victorious con¬ 
tingent, and the prisoners, in full march for Tauranga 
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Hoping against ho]K“, yet with a cruel doubt 
eating at his heart, Mannering sat with his head 
between his hands for a stricken hour, before he 
gave orders for his trcx)p to be in readiness to march, 
when the Scaithcrn Cross ix>inted towards dawn. 
Long before tlie stars had paled, he strode fa.st and 
eagerly at the head of his faithful band, on the well- 
rnarker! Tauranga track. 

It was [last midday when tht')' arrived. 'I'he place 
was astir, the streets w ere (illetl. 'I here w as imirnuir 
of voices, and that iiiilescribabli- feeling in the air 
■as of \.oe, or death iinininent. .Such was the convic¬ 
tion vhii h smote the stroni', soul of Allislei' Manner¬ 
ing as, with his wiiiriors ranked in Irattle line, he 
joined the throng, evidentlv converging towards a 
loft}' cliff, which reared itsell ;iboee the harbour. 

An enclosure iti uhich shrubs rvere in luxuriant 
growth now came into view, and marble ertiumns 
showed themselves amid the ti.'irk green foliage. It 
was the cemetery. 

The truth Hashed across liim. lie had been afraiti 
to ask. Was it, coiikl it lie, the funeral jirocession 
of his rlarlin;,; d.'Uighter- of h.ien.'i. the bright, Ireautiful, 
fearless mairk'n, ttluan he hail so latel}' seen in the 
pride of liiT statelv maidenhoorl and joyous }’otith 
Lovely and bi'hnasl, was it jiossilih- that she could 
be now, even now, before his h.'.jjgard eves, borne 
to her tomb.’ He g.ized on the little band of 
mourning girls who carrieil the flower-decked coffm. 
The native attendants of the rnissionar}- famil}- walked 
behind with Mrs. Summers and H}'patia, while Cyril 
Summers, in full canonicjils. wiJji.another clergyman, 
the army chajrlain, preceded the cortege. 

2 V 
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Behind them, again, came a company of the 43rd 
with their officers, another of the 68th, and the Forest 
Rangers, with Von 'Tempsky at their head. Also 
Messrs. Slyde and Warwick, who had been granted 
.special leave for that day only by the army surgeon, 
looking weak and pale after their enforced .seclusion. 

Then came the nativ'e allio.s, the Arawa, the 
Ngapuhi, the Ngatipnru, all .stem and warlike of 
appearance, proud to do honour to the maiden whose 
mother was of their race, with the blood of chiefs in 
her veins, who.se de.sccnt could be traced back to the 
migration from Hawaiki. 

'I'hose who knew of the love, so deep, .so passionate, 
which suhsistetl between the daughter and the sire, 
could jwrtly realize the dull desi>air, the agonizing 
grief, which filled his heart at the moment. But none 
of the ordinary signs of sorrow betrayed the storm of 
anguish, the volcanic wr.ith and stifled fury, which 
raged within. His stern countenance preserv'ed a 
rigid and awful calm. His voice faltered not as, walk¬ 
ing forward when the cortl'i^c halted, he resjxtctfully 
made recpiest that the cofi'm-lid .should be raised. 

'• Let me lcx>k upon the face once more,” he .said, 
“ even in death, that 1 shall never see again on earth." 

His reiiuest was grantetl. He stoojx'd, and raising 
the cerecloth, gazed long and fi.\cdly on the face of 
the dead girl. Then moving forwartl, he signed to th<’ 
clerg>Tnan to proceed with the service, remaining 
uncovered until the last sad words were, with deepest 
feeling, solemnly pronounced. 

As the irrevocable words were spoken, and the 
clay-cold form, which had held the fiery yet tender 
soul of Erena Mannering, was lowered into the grave. 
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a tempest of sobs, cries, and wailing lamentation, 
until then repressed, burst forth from the Maoris in 
the great gathering. Then Mannering slowly turned 
away, and after dismissing his following, accomjianicd 
Mr. Summers. I'rom him he learned the full par¬ 
ticulars of the Hau-IIau invasion—of their captivity, 
their fearful anticipation of death by torture, the 
sudden appearance of Ropata and his warriors, their 
miraculous escajx;, and the death of Erena in the very' 
moment of deli\a;rance. 

“ She gav'c her life to .save that of the man she 
loved,” said Mannering, “Her mother, long years 
since, did the same in my case. She is her true 
daughter. It was her fate, and could not be evaded. 
She had the foreknowledge, of which she sjKjke to me 
more than once.” 

Roland Massinger, on the way to recovery, but tor) 
weak for independent action, still lay in the military 
hospital. 

Mannering, as he stood beside his couch, and gazed 
on his waster! features, looked, with his vast ff)rin and 
foreign air, like some fablraj genie of the Arabian talc. 

" She is gone," said the sick man, as he raised him¬ 
self and held out the trembling fingers, which feelily 
grasjK’d the iron hanrl of his visitor- she is gone ; she 
died in .shielding me. 1 feel ashamed to be alive. I 
cannot ask \'our parrlon. I w as the cau.se of her death.” 

The rigid features of the father relaxed, as he 
uatched the grief-worn countenance of the younger 
man, and noted the sincerity and depth of his despair¬ 
ing words. 

My boy," he said, “ you have played your part 
nobly, as did she ; and you have, by a hair’.s breadth, 
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escaped being buried beside her this daj’. She died 
for the man she loved, as only a daughter of her race 
can love. There must be no feeling but affection and 
respect between us. I mourned her mother as do you 
her daughter. I'oor darling Ercna ! Oh, my child— 
my child ! " 

Mannering's freedom from ordinary human weak¬ 
ness deserted him here. He threw himself on his 
knees by„ the side of Massinger’s bed, who then 
witnessed a sight unseen before by living eyes—the 
strong man's tears as he abandoned himself to un¬ 
restrained grief. S(4)s and muffled cries, groans and 
lamentations of terrible intensit)', sho(;k his powerful 
frame. Weakened by his wound, and compelled to 
thus relieve his intolerable anguish, Rol.ind Massinger's 
tears flower! fast in unison, as for a brief interval they 
mingled their sorrow. Then raising himself, and regain¬ 
ing the impassive e.xpression which his features, save in 
familiar con verse, ordinarily wore, the war-chief of the 
Ngajnihi bade adieu to the man whom he had looked 
forw.ard to .icknovv ledging with juide as the husband 
of the darling of his heart, the iilol of his latter yrrars. 

“ I'kite has w illed it otherwise. " he said. " 'Ik'ou 
ma>' have hapjn' years before you in your own land, 
with perhaps a wife and children to ])erpetuate your 
name and inherit your laiuls, I wish you such ha])])i- 
ness as 1 know s/u- would iiave done. Her generous 
heart would so will it, if she could speak its promj)!- 
ings from 'the undiscovcrctl cvnmtn'.' In her name, 
and with her authority, knowing her inmost thoughts. 
I say—May God bless you and ])rosper you in the 
future path ! In this life we .shall meet no more.” 
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Kereopa and N^arara had escaped ; but Ropata, 
who had started as soon as he delivered up bis Hau- 
Mau prisoners, was hot on their trail. Kereopa, in 
spite of his keen and eager pursuit, fled to the Uriwera 
countr)', where he found shelter for a tiftie, but led the 
hunted life of the outcast until it suited his protectors 
to betray him. Forwarded to Auckland, he wa.s duly 
tried, convicted, and hanged. 

Ngarara had a.shorter term of comparative freedom. 
One morning, shortly after the attack on the mi.ssion, 
a small party of the Aowera appeared at W'haka- 
rew.arewa, the main body of the tribe being cncamfx'd 
on Lake Kotonia. A bound prisoner was in their 
inid.st, on nho.se movements they kept watchful guard. 
It was .Xgarara! A sub-chief, having been apj)ri.sed 
of the caiiture, arrived with lea<ling warriors. One 
glance at his stern features assured the captive that 
he had no mercy to e.xpect. Contrarv to !\laori u.sage, 
htr dill not disdain to beg for it. 

■■ 1 tried to kill the ])akeha," he said. " Wh.it 
harm was there in that.’ I Ur stole the heart of the 
gir! 1 loved ; who, but for liiin and his cunning ways, 
might havir io\ed me. 1 nnuld liave given my life for 
her. Other men have killed pakehas - Hewi, R.awiri, 
even Te ()riori ; why shoiili! 1 lx- the s.irrifice .’ ’’ 

'I hc chief listeneil with an air of di.sgust, but did 
not deign to reply. Meanwhile an order hail been 
given, and the party marched on, taking the jiri.soner 
with them, ])re.serving a strict silence, which evidently 
impressed him more dcei)ly than any other treatment. 
In about three hours they arrived at the ini.s.sion 
.station of Ngac. 1 lore a feeling of mi.sgiving a|)]>curcd 
to arise in the captive's mind, and he muttered the 
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word “ Tikiterc ” with an accent of inquiry. But no 
man an.swcrcd or took notice of his six;ech. 

But when they reached that desolate and awful 
valley, and saw the mud volcanoes and steaming springs 
in furious motion, his cf)urage failed him. He saw' the 
hissing, bubbling lakes separated by a narrow ridge, 
aptly named tlic Gate of Hell, standing on which 
the traveller shudders, while breathing sulphuretted 
hydrogen and beholding the turbid waves on cither 
side—the while the tremulous soil suggests the 
enormous power of the central fires, w'hich at any time 
might rend and ruin all around with earthquake shock 
and suddenness. 

1 le knew also, none better, of the dread blackness 
of the inferno, in which the sombre billows of a tor¬ 
mented sea of boih'ng mud are heaving and seething 
continually. 

As with careful .stejxs his guards half dragged, half 
carried him across the treacherous flat, .seamed with 
fissures, where death lay in wait for the hecdlc.ss 
stranger, he aijpeared to comjwehend fully the fate 
that awaited him. He yelled aloud and struggled so 
wfildly, even despite his bonds, that, at a motion of 
Ro]>ata's arm. two stalwart natives stepped forward to 
the aid of their comrades as lie neared the fatal abyss. 

“ Dog of a murderer, coward and slave besides,” said 
the chief, a.s, halting on the brink, the guards awaited 
his iCignal—“a disgrace to the tribe which never was 
known to flee ! Did ICrena show fear w’hen the bullet 
pierced her breast Did the pakcha soldier shriek like 
the night o« l when thy traitor’.s bullet struck his back 
his back, I say, and he with thee in the same battle 
against the Ngaiterangi at I’eke-hina ? ’ Did the 
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pakeha girl, the white Rangatira, or the Mikonaree cry 
for mercy when Kercopa was ready to commence the 
torture ? It is not fitting for thee to die the death of 
a warrior or a soldier. A coward's death, a slave's, a 
cur's, is thy only fitting end. Such, and no other, shall 
tliou have." lie motioned with his hand. 

A yell which made the dcejis and hollows rcsinuul 
came from the unhappy wretch, as his cajrtors lifted 
him on high and raised him for a moment above the 
Uantcan abyss. As the iniser.ibic traitor fell from 
their gras]), he seized in his teeth the mat (purerc) 
of the neare.st man, u ho. but for the j)roinj>t action 
of his comrade, might have been dragged with him 
into the inferno. Hut that warj" warrior, with light¬ 
ning quickness, struck such a blow cjii the naj>e of 
his neck with the back of the tomahawk hanging to 
his wrist with a leather thong, that he fell forward, 
nervele.ss and c|uivering, into the hell cauldron 
beneath. I'or one moment he emerged, with a face 
e.vpre.ssive of unutlerabk’ angui.sh, matiness, and 
dcsjiair, then raising his fettered arms to the level of 
his heail, fell backward into the dejiths of tlu; raging 
and impure waves. 

» * » • » • 

" Tutua-kuri-niokai ! " .said the chief, as he gave 
the signal for return, and sauntered carelessly home¬ 
ward. “lie will cost nothing for burial. There are 
others that are fitting themselves for the same jilaCe.” 

• • • * » • 

Cyril Summers with his family returned to Mngland, 
rightly judging that, in the jircsent state of Maori 
feeling, it was unfair to exiJose his wife to the risk of 
a repetition of the horrors from which they had escaped. 
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Hypatia accompanied them, unwilling to forsake her 
friend, whose state of health, weakened by their terrible 
experiences, rendered her companion.ship indispensable. 
On reaching lingland the Reverend Cyril was offered 
an incumbency in the diocc.se of his beloved bishop, 
now of Lichfield, in the peaceful ^lerformance of the 
duties of which he has found rest for hi.s troubled 
.spirit. 11 is wife’s healtli was completely re-c.stablished. 
W'ithout in any way derogating from the importance 
of his work among the heathen, which, after having 
reached .so encouraging a stage, had been ruthlessly 
arrested, he arrived at the conclusion that he had a 
worthy .and hardlj' less difficult task to ])erform in 
the conversion of the heathen in the Black Country. 
His bishop acknowledged privately with regret that 
their savages, though not le.ss truculent, were devoid of 
many of the redeeming ([ualities of the Maori heathen. 

Roland Massinger remained in New Ze.aland until 
hi.s health was thoroughly re-establi.shed. when, having 
received the welcome intelligence that Mr. llamon de 
Ma.ssinger. an old bachelor and a tlistant relation, had 
left him a very large fortune, he so far modified his 
thirst for adventure and heroic colonization as to take 
hi.s pas.sage to ICngland. where his lawyers advi.sed 
that his ]jresence was absolutely-necessarv’. 

Upon his arrival, he lost no time in visiting his 
county and looking u]) l,is friends, who mavlc a 
tremendous hero of him. an-.i wuuki by no means 
allow him to deny astonishing feats of valour per¬ 
formed chiring the Maori war. He also discovered 
that his Australian .successor, though most jxipular 
in the county, had become tired of the unrelieved 
comfort and too pronounced absence of adventure 
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in English country* life. The .sport, the society, tlie 
farming even, so restricted as to be minute in his eyes, 
all had become uninteresting to the ex-pioneer, tiot 
\Tt old enough to fall out of the ranks of England’s 
empire-makers. The.se consideration.s, coupled with 
a fall in wool, and the rumour of a drought, wide¬ 
spread and unprecedented in .severity, decided Mr. 
Lexington to return to the land of his birth. 

His elder daughter had married satisfactorily, ami 
.settled in the county. “ She had," she averred, “ no 
ultra-patriotic longing.s. England, with an annual tri]) 
to the Cfuitinent, was good enough for her. She doubted 
whether ('icorge would care for Australia. Then there 
was the dear baby, who was ti'o young to travel. She 
was truly .sorry to ])art fiom her family, but as the 
vo\*age wa.s now only* a matter of five weeks Ijy the 
r. and O. or the Messageries boats, she could come 
out and see them oviTy* other year, at any rate." 

As for the younger girl, she Ijegan to pine for the 
jilains and forests amid which her childhood h.ul been 
])a,ssed, I'.ngland was a s(.>rt (,f fairyland, no doubt. 
Climate lovely and cool, and the pe(>i)le kind and 
charming; l>ut somehow the old country—that is, the 
new country—wliere they had been born and bred, 
seemeel to liave prior claims. She wouki not be sorry 
to see the .South Head Lighthouse again and Sydney 
Harbour. 

The eldest son liad gone more than a year ago. 
He was very glad, he wrote, that he had done 
so. One mtmager had become extravagant ; another 
had taken to drinking. Ivveryhody* seemed to think 
that they* (the family) had left Australia for gwid. 
There wa.s such a thing as the master’.s eye, without 
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doubt. Such had been his e.xperiencc. He would 
tell them more when he saw them. 

One of the rcicsons which actuated Mr. Lexington, 
a .shrewd though lilieral man in business matters, was 
a dislike to paying the income-tax in two countries at 
the .same time. lie could afford it, certainly, but it 
struck him as wasteful, and in a measure unfair, to 
make an Australian pay e.xtravagantly for desiring to 
live in the mother-land. Then, after assisting to enlarge 
the empire abroad, the jtrice of landed estates in 
lingland liad gone down seriously—was, indeed, going 
down still. With a probability of a serious fall in values 
in both hemispheres, it was better t(j ])artwith his English 
investment while he could get a puichaser for it, who, 
like himself, was not disposed to stand upon trifles. 

So it came to pass that, after a conference between 
his own and the Massinger solicitors, Mr. Lexington 
accc|)ted the proposal to sell Massinger Court, with 
the Hereford herd of high-I^red cattle, hacks, hunters, 
carriage-horses, vehicles, saddlery—indeed, everything 
just as it stood. All these adjuncts to be taken at a 
valuation, and added to the price of the estate, the 
re-purchase of which by a memlier of the family was 
what most i)robably, though his solicitor declined to 
say, old Mr. llamon de Massinger, the testator, had 
in view all along. 

The count)- was ridiculou.-ly o\'erjoyed, as some 
acidulated person .said, that the rightful heir, so to 
.speak, was come to his own again. Independently 
of such feeling, nowhere stronger than in English 
county society, few localities but would feel a certain 
satisfaction at the return of a county magnate—rich, 
unmarried, and distinguished, as a man must always 
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be who has fought England’s battles abroad, and shed 
his blood in upholding her honour. Thus, although 
the free-handed and unaffected Au.stralian family was 
heartily regretted, and “ farewellcd ” with suitable 
honours, the sentimental corner in all hearts resjwnded 
fervently to the news that the joung squire had 
returned to the home of his ance.stors, and would 
henceforth, as he declared at the tenants' enthusiasti¬ 
cally j(.n’ous rcceiition, live among his own ix’ople. 

Of course, all sorts of exaggerated versions of his 
life in the far Sc'uth jirevailed. These comprised 
prowess in war. hair-breadth e.sca]x.'s, wouniis, and 
captivit\-, the whole rounded fiff with a legend of 
a beautiful native princess, who hail brought him as 
her dower a principality l;>eneath the Southern Cross. 
To these romantic rumours he jiaid no attention 
v\hatever, refusing to be drawn, and giving the most 
cursory answers ttj direct (]ucstions. Hut when, after 
spending a quiet )-ear on his estate, in the manage¬ 
ment of which he took great interest, it was announced 
that he was about to be married to the beautiful, 
di.slingui.shetl, fascinating, eccentric. Hypatia T(dle- 
mache, all the county was wildly excitcil. When the 
event took j>lace, the particulars of the quiet wedding 
were r»Md aiul re-read by ever)' one in his own and 
the adjacent counties. 

Fresh talcs .and legends, however, continued to 
be circulated. His first wife—for he had married 
a beautiful Maori jjrinccss; at any rate, a chief.s 
daughter—was killed fighting by his side in a-tribal 
war. She was jealous of Miss Tollcmache, and 
had committed suicide. Not at all. Her father, 
a great war-chief, disajjproved of the union, and. 
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carrying her off. had immured her in his stronghold, 
surrounded by a lake, which her despairing husband 
could not cross. So she pined away and died. That 
was the reason for his occasional fits of depression, 
and his in.sensibility to the charms of the local belles. 

He was obdurate with respect to giving informa¬ 
tion as to the truth or otherwise of thc.se interc.sting 
narratives ; indeed, so obviously unwilling to gratify 
even the most n.itural curiosity, that at length even the 
most hardened inquisitor gave up the task in despair. 

The county had more rcasrm for comi^laint when 
it was further announced that Sir Roland and his 
bride had left for the Continent immediately after the 
wedding, whence they did not propo.se returning until 
the near approach of Christmas-tide. Then such old- 
world fe.stivities as were still remembered by the 
villagers in connection with former lords of the manor 
would be con.scientiou.sly kept u]j, while the largc.s,se 
to the poor, which under the new regitne had not by 
any means fallen into disu.se, would be disbursed with 
exceptional ])rofusion. 

After the sale Mr. Lexington had been bc.soughl 
to consult his own convenience, absolutely anti un¬ 
reservedly, as to the time and manner of his departure. 
•The ptirchase-money having been receivetl, and all 
Jegal forms completed, he v as to consider the house 
aritf all things appertaining thereto at his .service. 
Messes. Nourse and Lympett had instructions to take 
tlelivery of the estate whenever it suited him to vacate 
it. The Australian gentleman, having had much ex¬ 
perience in the sale anti taking over of “ stations ” in 
Australia—always regarded as a crucial test of liberality 
—was heard to tlcclare that never in his life had he 
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purchased and resold so extensive a projicrty with so 
little trouble, or concluded so considerable a transaction 
with less friction or misunderstanding on cither side. 

And so, w hen the leaves in the w oods around the 
Cha.se had fallen, and the ancient oaks and elms were 
arrayed in all their frost and snow je\veller>', word 
came that the squire with his bride were returning 
from their extended tour. They woulil arrive on a 
certain day, prepared to inhabit the old hall which 
had .sheltered in pride and jiower so many generations 
of the race. Then the whole countj’ went ofi' its head, 
and prejiared for his iKime-coming. .Such a demon¬ 
stration had not been lieard of since -Sir Hugo de 
.Massinger, constable of Chester, came home from the 
wars 111 Wades after the ileath of Cwenwyn. 

When tile train drew up to the platform, such 
a crowd was there that Ih jiatia looked forth with 
amazement, wondering whether there was a contested 
election, w ith the chairing of the successful candidate 
imminent. I'Acry m;m of note in the county was 
there, from the Duke of Dunstaiiburgh to the last 
created knight, livery tenant, every villagtrr, with 
their w ives and daughters, sons ami visitors ; every 
tradesman - in fact, eveiy .soul within walking, rilling, 
or driving distance—liad turned up to tlo honrtur'to 
.Sir Kolaml of the Court, who, after adventures by sea 
and laml, through war ;uid hliKidshed, had been 
suffered, doubtless by the tlirect interposition of 
Providence, to come to his own again. 

As Sir Roland and his fair dame passed through 
the crowd towards their chariot, it was quickly under¬ 
stood what was to be the order of the day. The 
horses were taken out, and a dozen willing liands 
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grasped the pole, preparatory to setting forth for the 
Court, some three miles distant Waving his hand 
to request silence, the bridegroom said— 

“My lord duke, ladies and gentlemen, and you 
my good friends, who have known me from childhood, 
I thank you from the bottom of my heart for the 
welcome which you have given to me and my dear 
wife on our return to our native country and the home 
of my ancestors. My wife would thank you on her 
part, if her heart was not too full. We trust that in 
the future we may show by our lives, lived among 
you, how deeply, how intensely, we appreciate your 
generous welcome. At present I can say nothing 
more, than to invite you, one and all, to accompany 
us to the Court, to do us the honour to accept the 
first hospitality we have been in a position to offer 
since I left Irnglaml." 

Due notice had been given. Preparations had 
been made on a scale of unprecedented magnitude. 
A partial .surprise awaited the wedded pair as the 
carriage passetl through the massive gates, above 
which the triumphal arch seemed to have levied con¬ 
tributions on half the'evergreens in the jiark. The 
heraldic beasts, each “a demi-Pega.su.s cpiarterly or in 
gules,” on the mo.ss-grown pillars, were garlanded 
with hot-house flowers, as al.'O with the holly-bush and 
berries apiirojrriate to the season. Marc}uees had 
been erected on the lawns, where all manner of meats, 
from the lordly baron of beef to the humbler flitch of 
bacon, were exhibited in such profusion as might lead 
to the inference that a regiment had been billeted pn 
the village. It would not have been for the first time. 
Cromwell’s Ironsides had, indeed, tried demi-saker. 
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arblast, and culverin on the massive walls of the old 
hall, without, however, much dedsive effect. Hc^sheads 
of ale were there more than sufficient to wash down 
the solid fare, for which the keen bright atmosphere 
furnished suitable ajjpetites. 

The nobility and gentry were entertained in the 
great dining-ha!l. where a dejeuner had been prepared, 
thoroughly up to date, abounding in all modem 
requirement.s. Champagne and claret flowed in 
perennial abundance. I'he plate, both silver and 
gold, heirK)oms of the ancient house, liad been broxight 
back from their rc.sting-places. It was evident that 
the whole thing—the cuisincrie, the decorations, the 
waiters, the fruit, dml flowers—had been .sent down 
from London days before : and as .Sir Roland and 
Hypatia took their places at the head of the table, 
mirth and joyous converse commenced to ripple and 
flow ceaselessly. Even the ancestral jrortraits seemed to 
have acquired a glow of gratification as the lovely and 
the brave, the gallant courtiers or the grim warriors, 
looked down iijxin their descendant and his bride ; on 
those fortunate ones so lately restored to the pride aiul 

power of their jiosition..so lately in peril of losing these 

historic possessions, and their lives at the same time. 

Did llyiratia, as an e.xiuession of thoughtful retro¬ 
spection shaded her countenance mornentarily, recall 
another .scene, scarcely tvt'o years since, when the 
bridegroom, now rejoicing in the jiridc of inanluKKi, lay 
\\oundcd, and a captive, helplessly awaiting ah agoniz¬ 
ing death ; herself in the ptiwer of rnaiklencd savagc.S, 
as was Cyril Summers with his wife and children ? 
Then the miraculous interposition—the fierce Ropata 
sweeping, away the rebel fanatics, with the fire of his 
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wrath ! And she—alas ! the faithful, the devoted 
Ercn<i, but for whose sacrificial tenderness Sir Roland 
would not have been by her side to-day! What was 
she, Hypatia, more than others, that such things should 
have been done for her The tears H'ould rise to her 
eyes, in spite of her efforts to compose her countenance, 
as she looked on the joyous faces around. Mary 
Summers and her husband sat in calm enjoyment of 
the scene. Then, with a heartfelt inward prayer to 
Him who had so disiKxsed their fortunes to this happy 
ending, she strove to mould her feelings to a mood 
more in accordance with her present surroundings. 

A change in the i)rocoedings was at hand. The 
Duke of Dunstanhurgh, rising, besought his good 
friends .and neighbours to charge their glas.sos, and 
to bear with him for a few mf)ments, while he proposed 
a tf»ast which doubtless they had all anticipated. 

His young friend, as he was proud to call him, 
whose father he had known and loved, had this day 
been restored to the seat of his ancestors, to the 
ancient home of the De .M.issingers in their county. 
He would but touch lightly on his adventures, by 
Ihnnl and fit;ld, in that far land, to which he had 
elected to find—er—an—outlet for his energy. 
Danger had there been, ;is they all knew. Blood 
had been shed. The lives of himself and his lovely 
bride, who now slied lustie upon their g.athering, 
had trembled in the balance, when by an almost 
miraculous interposition succour arrived. He would 
not pursue the suliject, with which painful memories 
were interwoven. Enough to state that under all 
circumstances, even the most de.spcrate, Sir Roland 
had maintained the honour of England, and had shed 
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his blood freely in defence of her time-honoured insti¬ 
tutions. (Tremendous cheering.) ilc had relumed, 
thank God! he would say in all sincerity, and was 
tiow, with his bride, a lady who in all rcsi>ccts would 
do honour to the count)- and the kingdom, placed in 
pos.ses.sion of the hall t)f hi.s ancestors. Me was come 
—they had his assurance—prepared to live and the 
among them ; among the friends of his youth, and 
lho.se older neighbours who, like the speaker, had 
hunted and fished and shot v\ith his father before 
him. He was j>roud this da)- to give them the 
toast of Sir Roland and Lady de Ma.ssinger—to 
w'ish tluan long life and pro.sjx,'rit)-—and he was sure 
ho might add. in the name of the whole county. to 
welcome them most heartily to their home. 

When the cheering had subsided, taken up again 
.uid again, as it was from the outer hall anti even 
from the law n, bt- the tenants and x illagers, w ho, if they 
could not .sec. ctiuld at least judge b)- the storm of 
voices as to the nature of the adtlress which had called 
it forth. Sir Roland stood iijr and faced the crowd of 
guests, who cheered again and again as though tho)- 
nover intended to stop, lie commenced w-ith studied 
talmness. thanking them all. his gixxl friends and 
neighbours, the olil friend.s of the hou.se, and tho.se 
among whom he had lived so long in friendship, he 
might Say affectionate intimac)-, until circumstances, 
apparently, made it iieces.sar)- for him to leave the 
home of his childhcKjd. They would rloubtlcss appre¬ 
ciate the greatness of the .sacrifice, the bitterness of 
feeling, w-ith w-hich he quitted the home of his race. 
He resolved to go as far as was pcjssible from home 
and its memories, and had. in fact, gone so far .South 
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that the I’olc only would have been the next abiding- 
place. It was a British outpost, however, well 
de.serving the name of the Britain of the South ; 
tlcstincd in years to come to be the home, the 
prosiKtrous home, of millions of the men of our race, 
and one of the brightest jewels in the Im])erial crown. 
Difficulties had arisen with the Maori nation, a proud, 
a brave, a highly intelligent ])eople, who had made 
the best defence in war against British regulars by 
an aboriginal race since the days when the stub¬ 
born valour of the ancient Britons scarce yielded to 
the legionaries of Rome. (Tremendous cheering.) 
That war, frauglit with disastrous losses in jnen and 
officers to Britain's bnivest regiments, was now (,>ver. 
lie was rejoiceil tt) say. There might bt irregular 
fighting from time to tinu', but the high chiefs had 
surrendered, and vast areas of the most fertile land 
in the world IkkI now become the ]>ni])erty of the 
Crown. He himself held what might be considered 
an incredibly l.ai'ge domain, xchich must prove of 
great value in time to come. He would not mention 
the number of acres. He was not going back there. 

( Rerloublerl cheering.) He couh! assure them of that 
fact, though in days to come another Massinger 
Court might arise beneath the .Southern Cross. 
(Renewed cheering.i He was as fixed here, under 
rrovidence (he told them now), as the ■’ King's C)ak 
in the Chase. (Loud and prolongeii cheering.) He 
and his wife had experienced a sufficiency of adven¬ 
ture, by land and sea, to last them for their natural 
lives. They desired, in all humility, to return heartfelt 
thanks to Almight\' God for their restoration to this 
pleasant liome. and those dear friends whom at one 
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time they never tliought to see again. The>- hojx-d 
to prove their gratitude, by iivc.s of iisefuhie.ss in 
their day and generation. 

•s. ’ « 

The adventures of Sir Roland do Massinger and 
Hypatia his wife, in.somucli as regards peril and 
uncertainty of war or peace, travel by land and sea. 
or even the storin\- politics of a new nation, tnu.st be 
.said now to have lost much of their intere.st. llence- 
lorth Sir Roland was coiitentcxi to ]Hir.sue the ordinarj' 
course of the country gentleman of luigland, which, 
if not exciting or adventurous, is surely one of the 
happiest lives in the world. He was c(.intented to 
niiUiage his Me.v Zealand jiroperty through an agent. 
Indeed, after Mr. .Slydes appearance in Hngland -that 
gentU'inan having received a jarar's ie.'ive of absence, 
tni acc lunl of hi.'- wound and eminent .services in the 
war - he was jdea.scd to ]jlace the whole management 
of VVaikiito Court an<l (dia.se, near the flourisiiing 
townshi]) of ( lu-sterlu ld, in his hands. Mr. .Slyde 
was ahoiit to reliiKjuisli his connection with tin- .\ew 
Zealand Tand (.Company, having,, as he said with liis 
< ustoinary rynicism. ln-en fool enough to encumber 
imnself with a |iictiire.s(|ue and fertile block of land, 
on the same river, .tnd also to commit the crowning 
toll)’ of matrimony with a v'oung lady to whom he 
had become engaged just after the war. New- Z.ealand 
was l;ad enough, he averred, but f>r a man who had 
been born without tin.: proverbial silver spot in, luiglatul 
was the worst country in the civilized world. There¬ 
fore, if his comrade, .Sir Roland, had sntficient faith 
in his intelligence and honesty—rather rare endow¬ 
ments in a colony - lie supiMxsed lie could manage 
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both properties with much the same outlay of cash 
and industry as his own. 

The arrangement iva.s completed, and worked .so 
satisfactorilj'. that for many a j'ear 'Sir Roland had 
no dutie.s connected with the, antipodean e.states 
beyond sujxirvising the sale r)f wool, frozen mutton, 
butter, clteese, cocksfoot grass secd, and, other annual 
productSi whicli so excited the Kdmiration of hi.s 
neighbours and tenants that the)' could hardly be 
made to believe that such satisfactory, samples could 
Ik-, produced out of ICngland, Ids frozen lamb, equal 
to ■■ prime Canterbury," notwith-standing. 

Hypatia is truly happy in her home—ble.s.sed with 
a gn>\ving family, 'contented with her-duties as the 
wife of a county member, and, above all. finnb^ 
convinced that Rolknd wa.s the only man she had 
ever loved, .'she is almost cominced, as her out¬ 
spoken friend Mrs. Merivale (luc Branksome) often 
.issured her, that it served her right for her absurdly 
altruistic notions and general jK’rxawsity that she .so 
nearly lost him. The dat's arc onl)’ too shfjrt for her 
emiiloyments and enjo)'mt'nt.s. Nor did she abandon 
the philanthroiiical obligation, but as the kindly, 
generous, and capable I.ad}- Bountiful of the e.state. 
is '■ e.-^rthlier happy as the rose distilled ' than in an\- 
imaginable state of "single blessedness." however 
.ifivanced and politicallv eminent. 
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